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tory to his Stationer :. It is a Complement as reaſonable as it is Fuſt. 
For, Mr.' Bentley, you pay honeſtly for the Copy; and an Epiſtle to 
you is a ſort of an Acquittance, and may be probably welcome; when 
zo a Perſon of higher Rank and'Order, it looks like an Obligation for 
Praiſes, which he knows he does not deſerve, and therefore is very un- 
willing to part with ready Mony for. I | 
As to the Vindication of this Comedy, between Friends aud Ac- 
quaintance, I believe it is poſſible, that. as much as may be ſaid in it's 
behalf, as heretofore has been for a great many others. But of all the 
Apſh qualities about me, I have not that of being fond of my own Iſſue; 
vay, 1 muſt confe(s my ſelf a very unnatural Parent, | for when it is 
once brought into the World, Een let the Brat ſhift for it ſelf, 1 ſay. 
The Otje tions made againſt the merit of this poor Play, I muſt cou- 
feſs, are very grievous. | 2 
Firſt, ſays a Lady .that ſhall be nameleſs, becauſe the world may thiak 
civil of her; Fogh ! oh Sherreu, tis ſo filthy, fo bawdy,no modeſt Woman 
ought to be [een at it; Let me dye,it, has made me fick: When the World 


lies, Mr.Beatly, if that very Lady has not eafily digeſted a much ran-" 


ker Morſel in alittle Ale-houſe towards Paddington,and never made a 
Face at it : But your true Filt is a Creature that canextrat® Bawd 
out of the chafteſt ſenſe,as eafily as a Spider can Poiſon out of a Roſe:They 
know trae Bawdy, let it be never ſo. muchteonceal d, as perfettly as 
Falſtaff did the true Prince by inſtin. They will ſeperate the true 
Metal from the*Albay let us temper it as well as we can; ſome Women 
are the Touch-ſtones of filthineſs. Though I have heard a Lady(that 
bas more modeſty. than any of thoſe ſhe Criticks, and I am ſure more- 
| | NET ERR wit; 


my 


The DEDICATION. 


w3t) ſay, She wonder'd at the impudcnce of any of her Sex, that would 
pretend to underſtand the thing call d Bawdy. So, Mr, Bentley, for 
ourht I perceive, my Play may be innocent yet, and the Lady miſtaken 
in pretending to the kaowl-cge of a Myſtery above her ; though, to ſpeak 
honeſtly, ſhe has had beſides her Wit a liberal Education; and if we 
may credit the World has not buried her Talent neither. 
This is, Mr. Beatl2y, a [can ſay in bebalf of my Play : Wherefore ' 
1 throw it into Tour Arms,make the beſt of it youcan; praiſe it to your 
Cuſtomers ; Sell ten thouſand of them if poſſible, and then you wil come 
pleat the wiſhes of . | | 


Your Friend and Seryant, 


THO. OTWAY, 


———— 
———T7 


Dramatis Perſonez. 


Apt. Beaugard Mr.. Betterton. 
Courtine 0 Mr. Smith. 
Sir Davy Dunce _ Mr. Nokes. Z 
Sir Folly Jumble Mr. Leigh. | 
Fourbin, A Servant to PE | 
Beaugard | © Mr. Jevon. | 
. Bloody-Bones. Mr. Richards. 
Vermin A Servant to Sir 
' Davy y : A Boy. 
Lady Dunce Mrs. Barry. 
Sylvia | Mrs. Price. 
Maid. n _ | 
| A Conſtabk, and Watch. 
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DSouldiers Foztun 5 


A-C'F:1SCENE_-L 
| - Eater Beaugard, Courtine; awd Fourbin 


Pox o' Fortune ! Thon. art always teizing me about Fortune : ' 
/ Thow'-rifeſt-in a Morning with ill Juck in thy Mouth; Nay, 
never. eateſt a. Dinner, but thou. ſigheſt two hours after i it, 
with -thinkirg where to get the next. - Fortune be damn'd, 
fince the World's ſo wide. -- « | 

Cour, As wide as it is, *tis ſo throng'd and cramm'd with Knaves and 
Fools, that an honeſt man can hardly get aliving_ in it. 

Beau. Dog -rail, Courtine,' do, it may get thee Employment. | 

Cour. At you 1 "ought to rall; *twas- your fault we left our Employ- . 
for i abroad to come home, and be Loyal, and now weas Loyally ſtarve 

or it 

| Beau... Did not thy Anceſtors do it before thee, man * ? [tell thee, Loy= 
alty and Starving are all one : The Old Cavaliers; got ſuch a trick of it in 
the- Kings Exile, that their Poſterity-could never-thrive ſince. 

Cour. *Tis a fine Equipage”I am like to be reducd_ to; 1 ſhall be 

ere long as greaſy as:an Aſatia Bully; this a flopping Hat, pinr'd.up - 
on one {ide, with a ſandy : weather-beaten Perruque, dirty Linnen, and: 
to compleat the Figure, a long ſcandalous Iron Sword jarring at my heelsz 
like a—— 

\ Beau. Snarling thou meaneſt like it's Maſter. 

--Cour. My | Companions the worthy Knight of the moſt; Noble Order 
of the Poſt : your Peripatetick Philoſophers of the Temple-walks,Rogues 
- In Rags, and yet not honeſt-: Villains that undervatue Damnation, ſtiH 
forſwear themſelves for a Dinner, and hang their Fathers for half a 
Crown. + 

- Beau. Iam aſham'd: to hear a.Souldier talk of Narving, F : 

=\Cour; Why, - what:ſhall-I do? -I can't. ſteal! | T3 fo 

BeasThough thou canft not ſteal, thou.haſt other vices enough for 
any Induſtrious young feHow to live "comfortably 'UPon. | 

mr Wks wouldit thou have me turn Raſcal, and run z che tg vn 


2 - The Souldiers Fortune. 
and down the Town for a livelihood ? I wonld no more keep a Blocks. 
_ head company, and endure his Nanſcous non-ſenſe if hopes to.get him, 
thm 1 would be a drudge to an old Woman, with Rheumatick Eyes, 
hollow Teeth, and ſtinking-breath, for a penſion : Of all Rogues I would 
not be a Foolmonger. Ns Sn (SI | 
Beau, How well this niceneſs becomes thee! I'd fain ſee thee een turn 
Parſon in. a pet, o purpoſe to rail at all thoſe vices which I know thou na-. 
- turally art-fond'of : why ſurely an Old-Ladies penſion: need-not to be {o- 

deſpicable in the Eyes of.a disbanded-Officer, as times go, Eriend. 

Cour. I am flad, Beaugard, you think ſo. 

Beau. 'Why thou ſhalt think ſo too man. be ruPd by me, and Plt-bring 

thee into good company, Families, Courtine,” Families, .and ſuch Families, 
where formality*s a ſcandal, and' pleaſure 1s the buPneſs, where the Wo- 
anen are all Wanton, and the Mick are all Witty, you Rogue. Mp 

Cour. "What Tome'of your Worſhips Wapping acquaintance that you. 
made laſt time you came over for recruits, and Spirited away your Land-- 
ladies Daughter, a Volunteering with you 1iito - France, 

Beau. Vil bring thee, Courtine, where Cuckoldonys in credit, and lewd- 
neſs landaþble, where thou ſhalt wallow in pleaſures and'prefermetits, revel 
all day, and every 'night lye in the Arms of tyiciting beauty, ſweet as-Ro- 
ſes, and as Springs. refreſhing; OW HEL 14.8 £9 

Cour. Pritheedon't talk thug; 'I:had rather'thou would'ft tell yewhere 

new Levies are to be raigd; a Pox of Whores whena man has not Mony 
_ _ to make'em Comfortable. EE EEE 2 | jd | 
Beau, That ſhall ſhower upen us in abundance, and for inſtance, know to. 
thy eyerlaſting amazement, all this droptout of the Glouds to.Uay. - 
Cour, Hah! Gold by this light !———— OLI 
Fourb, Our of the Clouds Jw—— - EB TRUE SEES 
. Beau. Ay, Gold! does'it not ſmell of the ſweet hand that ſent it ? ſmell: 
 -—ſmell'you Doga— 0 RE Ep {To Fourbin: 
| ' Fourbin' ſmells to the: handful of. gold, and (gathers: 
2% 5 25” up ſome-pieces in bis. Mouth, / © 1 
Fourb, Trely,' Sir, of Heavenly ſweetie :- and" very' refreſhing. 
Cour.” Dear, 'Beauga#d, if thou-haſt'any\good Nature:in thee ; if thou. 
 would'ſt not have me hing my felf before my time, 'tell-me where the De-. 
- Vithaunts thar helpt hee tothis, 'that I may go make/a bargain with mm. 
preſently: Speak, ſpeak, or 1 am-a loſt Man: | ED 
Beau. Why thou muſt know'this'DeviEwhiehT have. given-my- Soul: 
to already, ahd-mvlt 1 ſuppoſe have my:body'very ſpeedily,/lives I'know. 
not; where, and may" for/ought Pknowbe'a real Devil, bur-if it be, us. 
the beſt natur/d Devil under Beeizebuvs dominion, that'T'Il-fwear to. 

Cour.” But how- catne'the Gold, then? oo | 

' Beau, To deal freely with my friend, I am lately happen'd into the ac- 
quaintance of a very'Reverend Pimp; as fine a diſcreet, {ober,igray-beard- 
ed 01d Gentleman as one-wohld wiſh; as' good a'natur'd publick Spirit- 
ed'Perſon'as the Nation holds; one'that 4s never {o. happy as\ when he. 

1s bringing good-people together, | and; promotng' MIAAg Ny 
*_ w *» « #9 ba þ # : 4 , < 


3 


on 


- * 


one eng of the Town to Yother to procure my Lords little Dog to be. 
civil to my Ladies little languiſhing Bitch. © - 
Cour, A very worthy Member of the Common-Wealth ! 


Beau, This,noble Perſon one day — but Fourbin can give you a 
more particular account of the mafter. Sweet Sir, if you pleaſe tell us 


"the [tory of the. firſt encounter betwixt you and Sir Folly Fumble; you 


muſt know that's his Title. | | | 

Fourb,. Sir, it ſhall be done———walking one day upon the Piazza a- 
bout three of the Clock 7th? After-Noon, to get me a Stomach to my 
dinner, I chanc'd to encounter a-Perſon of goodly preſence, and worthy 
appearance, his Beard and Hair white, grave and comely, his coun- 
tenance ruddy, plump, ſmooth and chearful; who perceiving \'me alſo 
equipt as I am with a Meen and Air which might well inform him 
I. was-.a Perſon of no inconſtderable quality, came very reſpe&fully 
ap to me, and after the nfual ceremonies between Perſons of parts and 


breeding had paſt, very humbly enquired of me what it wasa Clock —I pre-, 


ſently underſtood by the-queſtion, that he was a man of parts and* bufi- 


. neſs, told him, I did preſume it. was at moſt but nicely turn'd of three. 


Bea, Very Court-like, civil, quaint, and new, I think, 
- © Fouirb, The freedom of commerce increaſing, after ſome little incon- 


| ſiderable queſtions pour paſſer le temps, and ſo,he was pleaſed to. offer me. 


the courtelie of a glaſs of Wine: I told him I very ſeldom drank, þur if 
he fo pleas'd, I would do my ſelf the honour to preſent him with a diſh 


.of meat at an cating Houſe hard by, where I had an intereſt. 


Cour, Very well: I think this Squire of thine, Beaugard, is as accom- 
Plifht a Perſon as any of the employment I ever ſaw. | 

Beau, Let the Rogue go on. | 

'Fourb. Ia ſhort we agree'd and went together : As ſoon as we entred 


the Room, I am your moſt humble Servant, Sir, ſays he ———I am 


the meaneſt of your Vaſlals, Sir, ſaid I-—1 am very happy in lighting 
into the acquaintance of ſo worthy a Gentleman as you appear to be. 
Sir, ſaid he again —— Worthy, Sir Folly, then came I upon him again on 


tother ſide(for you muſt know by that time 1 had groapt ont fits Title) 


I kiſs your hands from the Bottom of my heart,” which I ſhall be always 


Teady to lay at your Feet. 


Cour, Well, Fourbin, and what reply'd the Rnight then ? : 
Fourb, Nothing, he had nothing to ſay-z his ſenſe was tranſported with 
admiration of my parts; ſo we ſat down, and after ſome pauſe, he deſt- 


. red to know. by what title he was to- diſtinguiſh the perſon that had ſo 


highly honoured him. _ | | 
Beay; That is as much as to ſay, Sir, whoſe Raſcal you were. 
Fourb. Sir, you may make as-bold with your-poor Slave as you pleaſe 


. =——[ told him thoſe that knew . me well were pleaſed to. call me the 


Chevalier Foxrbin, that I was a Cadet of that Ancient Family of the Four- 


hincis; and that. had had the honour of ſerving the great Monarch of. 


France in his Wars in Flanders, where I contratted great Familiarity, 


B 2 ES 
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'betwixt the Sexes: Nay, rather than, want emplyoment, he will go- from 
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4 The Sollldeers Fortune: - Re 
and, Intimacy with. a gallant Officer of the Engliſh Troops in- that ſer 
vice,. one. Captain Beayugard..”. _ - 

Beau. Oh, -Sir, you did' me too much: honour. What a true. bred: 
Rogue's "5.5 SE 

| Cour, Well, but the Mony, Fourbin, the Mony. | 

Four.. Beaugard. hum Beaugard, ſays he! ——ay it muſt be FEET black 
man, is he nor Prefs ſays I, blackiſh=—a dark brown—full Fa&'i— 
yes—a {ly ſubtle obſerving eye ? the ſame—a. ſtrong. built well 
made man 2-—tight—a deviliſh. fellow for a. Wench, a deviliſh fel- 
low for awench, I warrant him} a thundring Rogue upon-occaſion,. Beau-. 
gard' a thundring fellow: for a Wench, I muſt be accquainted with him. 

Cour. But to the.mony, the mony, man, thats the thing 1 would be. 
acquainted withal, 
\, © Beau.” This civil: Gentleman. of the Chevaliers: acquaintance comes. 

yeſterday. morning to my:Lodging, and ſeeing my Picture in.Minature. 


upon the Toylet, told me. with: the greateſt extaſie in the, World, that . 


was the thing he came-to me-about : "He told me there was a Lady: of 
his acquaintance had ſome favourable thoughts of me, and1. gad, fays he, 
ſhe's a Hummer, ſuch a bona Roba ah-h-h. So without more ado begs 
me'to lend it him till dinner (for we concluded to eat together) ſo away. 
he ſcuttled with: as great Joy as if he had found the Philoſophers ſFone, 
Cour. Very well. 
Beau. At Lockets we met again : where after.a thouſand grimaces, to 


_ --ſhew how much. he was pleas'd, inſtead of my Picture, preſents me with. 


the contents aforeſaid; and. told me the Lady deſired me to accept of: 
*em for the Picture, which ſhe was much tranſported withal, as s well as. 
with the. Original; 
Cour. Hah !. os Eg | 
Beau, Now, whereabouts this ning quality lies in me, the Devil 
take me Ned if I-know:: Bur the Fates Ned, the Fates ! 
Cour, A Curſe on the Fates! Of all Strumpets. Fortune's the haſeſt,, 
 *twas Fortune made me a Souldier, a: Rogue in Red, the grievance of 
the Nation ;, Fortune: made the peace juſt when, we were upon'the brink. 
of a War;. then Fortune disbanded us, and'loft us two Months pay : 
Fortune gave us Debentures inffead of | ready Mony, and by- very” ppod. 
Fortune I ſold mine, and loſt heartily by it, in hopes the grinding Il- 
-.natur*d Dog that bought it-will never get a. ſhilling for?t, www——— 
Beau. Leave off 'thy railing for ſhame, it looks like 2 Cur that barks. 
for want of bones. Come, Times may. mend, and.an honelt Souldier;be- 
in faſhion again=- 
Cour., Theſe greaſl ie; fat; unweildy wheeting Rogues chat tive at homie. 
| and brood over their. bags, when a fit of fear*s upon *em, then if-one of: 
us paſs but by, all the Family i is ready-at the door to cry, Heavens bleſs . 
you, Sir, the Laird'go along with you. 
Beau. Ah good: men, what pity_ "tis: ſuch proper Gentlemen. fhould 
ever. be out. of Employment. | 
Eour. But. when the: bus KÞ1 Is oyer, then, every. Pariſh Bawd that 
£32 . ; geos. 


| - © The Souldiers Fortune. - F: 
goes but'to.a- Conventicle twice a Week, and pays but ſcot and lot 
to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out, fough, ye Lowſy.Red-coat:rake-hells! hout 
ye Caterpillars, ye Locuſts of the Nation ; you.are the Dogs that would 
jj us all, plunder our Shops, and. raviſh our.Daughters, ye Scoun- 

rels, - | 

 Reau, 1- muſt confeſs raviſhing ought to be regulated, it would de-- 
ſtroy commerce, and many a good Sober Matron about this Town 
might. loſe the ſelling of her Daughters Maiden-head, which were a- 
grear grievance to the People, and. a-particular Branch of Property loſt, 
Fourbin. - | i - | 

Four. Your Worſhips pleaſure. LS 

Beau, Run like a Rogue as you are, and: try to find Sir Jolly, and* 
deſtre him to meet me at the Blew Poſts in the Hay-market about 12, 
we'll Dine together; I muſt inquire farther into yeſterdays adventure; 
in the mean time, Ned, here's half the Prize to be doing withal ; old: 
friends muſt preſerve Correſpondence ;. we have ſhar*d good Fortune- 
together, and-bad ſhall never part us, | £9 0:505% nl 

.Cour, Well, thou wilt certainly die in a-Ditch for this; haſt thon- 
no more grace-than to be a true Friend, nay to part with thy mony to . 
thy Friend ? I. grant you, a Gentleman may ſwear and lye for his Friertd, 
pimp for his Friend, hang, for his Friend,. and fo. forth ; but to part, 
with ready. mony is the devil, | Se { 

Beau, Stand. aſide, either I anrmiſtaken, or yonder*s Sir Folly coming :: 
Now Courtine, will I ſhew thee the Flower of Knighthood :-Ah, Sir Joly ! 
be; ; | _ Enter Sir. Jolly. © : 

Sir Fol. My. Hero! my Darling! my. Ganimede ! how- doſt thou ? 
Strong ! wanton! luſty !'rampant! hah, ah, ah! She's thine Boy, odd* 
ſhe's thine, plump, ſoft,. ſmooth,'wanton ! -hah, ah, ah! Ah, Rogue, ah: 
Rogue !' here's ſhoulders, here's ſhape !- there's a Foot and Leg, here's - 
a. Legs. here's aLeg—Qua-a-a-a-a, O_o 
TR _ [ Squeaks like. a Gat, and tickles Beaugard's Legs. 

.Cour.: What an old Goat's this ! | : OFT) 

Sir Fol; Child, Child, Child,” who's that? -A- friend ' of thine ? a: 
friend 0? thine? A pretty fellow,-odd a very pretty fellow, and a-ſtrong 
Dog Fll.warrant him..How doſt do dear heart? prithee let me kiſs thee, 
PI ſwear and vow I will kiſs thee, ha, ha, he, he, he, he, a-Toad, a Toad, . 
oh Toa-a-a-ad LE "IS ; 

Cour. Sir Tam your humble Servans ; 

_Beav. But the Lady, Sir Folly, the Lady, how. does the Lady, what 

ſays the. Lady, Sir Jolly ? £S5 | | 

-- Sir. Fol; What ſays the.Lady! why ſhe ſays— ſhe ſays —odd ſhe has 
a delicate Lip; fuch a Lip, ſo. read, -ſo hard, ſo plump, fo blub ; I” 
fancy 1 am eating .Cherries every. time -I think ont= and for her- 
Neck. and-Breaſts, . and her——odds life; Pl] fay:no-more, nota word ' 
more, bot F know, I know— Fete ye HO lt | 

Beas.. I am-ſorry for that. with all- my: Heart; do your know, . fay- 

| EL a Js | | _ you, , 


= 


you, 'Sir, and would you put off your mumbledorts, your offal upon me 
* Sir 7o!, Huſh, huſh, hyſh! have-a_care, as I live and breath, not 
1, alack and well a day, Iam a poor old fellow, decay'd and done: All's 
fone with me, Gentlemen, but my good Nature; - odd I'love to know 
how matters go, though, now and then, to ſee a pretty Wench and'a 
young Fellow Towze and Rowze and Frouze and Mowzez odd I love 
a young fellow dearly, faith dearly nr -_ LEES 
Cour, This is the-moſt extraordinary Rogue, I ever met withal]. 
- Beau. But Sir oly, in the firſt place, you muſt know, 1 have ſworn 
never to marry, —- - | : 
Sir Fol. F would not have thee man. I am a Batchelour my felf, and 


' beer a Whore-Maſter all my life, beſides ſhe's married already man, her 


Husband's>an old greaſie, untoward, ill-natur'd, floyenly, Tobacco- 
taking Cuckoldz but plaguy Jealous. 395 | 
Beau, Already a Cuckold, Sir Folly ! 


Sir Fol. No, that. ſhall be; my Boy,” thou ſhalt make him one, and 


- Pl] pimp for thee dear heart ;- and-ſhan*t I hold-the door, ſhawt I-peep? 


hah, ſhan't I, you devil, you little dog; ſhan't I !—— 

Beau, What is it, Pd not grant to oblige my Patron ? | 

Sir Fol. And then doſt thou hear, I have a lodging for thee in my own 
houſe ; doſt hear old Sanl, in my own houſe; She liyes the very next - 


door' man, there's but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine; and 


- then for a peep-hole, odds fiſh I have a peep-hole for thee; *sbud PI 


fhew. thee, Pl] ſhew thee——— . E . 

Beau, But-when, Sir Folly?. 1 am in haſte, impatient. __ 

Sir fol. Why -this very night man;z* poor Rogue's. in hafte, poor 
Rogue; but hear yOu — : 

Cour. The matter ? 

Sir Jl. Shaw we dine together ?. | 

Beau. With all my heart: Crs i Spe © 

Sjr Fol. The Maw begins to empty, get you before, and beſpeak 
Dinner at the Blew Poſts; while I ſtay behind and gather vp a diſh 


. = 


. of Whores for a deſert, 


Cour. Be ſure that they be lew*d, drunken, ſtripping Whores Sir Folly, 


_ that won't he affeQedly {queamilh and troubleſome. 


Sir Fol. 1 warrant you. | EE 
Cour. I love a well diſciplin'd Whore, that ſhews all/the tricks ofiher 
' profeſlion with a wink, like an old Souldier that underſtands all his/Ex- 
erciſe by beat of Drum. TE Soy, open as 
Sir ol, A Thief; fayeſt thou ſo!- 1 muſt be better acquainted 


- with that fellow; he hasa notable Noſe} 'a hard brawny Carle v—— 


true and truſty, and mettle Pl] warrant. him. 
Bea. Well, Sir Folly, yowt not-fail us? 


Sir -Fol, Fail ye! am I a Knight? hark ye boys: Pl muſter -this 
evening, ſuch a Regiment of Rampant, Roaring, Royſterous Whores, 
that ſhill make more noiſe than if all the' Cats in the Hay-Market | 
were {in conjunction: Whores ye. Rogues, that ſhall ſwear with you, 


— 


_ 


___ 
£ 


you, lye with you,and go to the Devil with you. Shan't we be very merry, 
ah lo | 

Cour. As merry as Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can make ys. 

Sir Fol., 09d that's well ſaid again, very well ſaid, as merry as 
Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can make us: I love a fellow that is 
very wicked dearly ;' methinks there's a Spirit in him, theres a fort of 
a- tantara Tara, tantara rara, ah, ah-h-h, well; and won'c ye; when the 
Women come,. won't ye, and ſhall I not ſee alittle ſport amongſt you? 
mol get ye gone; ah. Rogues, ah Rogues, da, da; Il be with you, da, 


"Tad LExeunt Beaugard and Courtine. _ 


Enter ſeveral Hebores, aud three Bullies. 


E Bul. In:the name of Satan what Whores are thoſe in their Copper 
trim, yonder ? | | 
- x: Whor, Well Pll ſwear, Madain, *tis the fineſt Evening : I love the 
Mall, mightily. | 

2 Bul. Lets hnzza the Bulkers. DIL | 

2+ Whor, Really, and ſo do I; becauſe theres always good company, - 
and one meets with ſuch Civilities from every body. —- | 
3 Bul. Damw'd Whores, hout ye filthies. . - | 

3.-Whor. Ay, and then I love extreamly to ſhew my ſelf here, when 
' Fam very fine, to vex thoſe poor Devils that call themſelves Vertues, and 
are very ſcatidalons and Crapiſh, Plt ſwear; - O crimine, who's yonder ! 
Sir Folly-Fumble, I'vow. | W | 

2 Bul, Fogh! Let's leave the naſty. Sows to Fools, and Difſcaſes: 

. 1 Whoy. Oh Papa, Papa! where bave you been' this two days, Papa ?: 

2 Whor, You are a precions Fathey indeed;to take no more care of your 
Children :- We might be dead for all you, you naughty Dady, you. 

Sir Fol. Dead, my poor Fubſes? odd I had rather all the Relations 
I. have were dead, a.dad I had : Get you gone you-little Devils Bubbies  ; 
oh Law there's Bnbbies ! odd Pll bite *em, odd 1 will. . 

1: Whoy. Nay, fye, Papa; I ſwear youll make me angry, except you - 


carry us, and treat us to Night ; you have promis'd. me a Treat this - - 


Week, won't you Papa ? | 

2. Whory. Ay, wont you, Dad? Ed | 3 

Sir Jo]. Odds fo, odds fo, well remember'd! get you . gone, dow'e: 
ſtay-talking; -get you gone, yonders a great Lord, the Lord Beaugard, . 
and his Couzin the Baron, the Count, the- Marquiſs, the Lord knows - 
what, Monfienr Courtine newly come to Town, odds ſo, . | 

3 -M/hor. Oh Law, where Dady, . where ? Oh dear, a Lord. 

1 Hor. Well you are the pureft Papa; but when .be dey mun, , 
PRpAe— A _ 2. Fo 

Er Jolly. .I won't tell you, you Gipfies,” ſo I wont ———except you - 
tickel me—"$bud they are brave fellows, all Tall, and not a bit ſmall; 
odd one of *emhas a devilifh deal of Mony. | 

+33 | I, I" Dor. . 


- 
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drink with you, talk Bawdy with you, fight with you, 'ſcratch with" 
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- B The Souldiers Fortune. _ 
1 For,” Oh dear, but which is-he, Papa? 

2 Whor. Shan't I be in love with him,- Dady 2 __-- * 
- Sir Fol. What uo body tickle me | 16 body tickle me 7 not yet, tickle meg 
little Adally—tickle me a litfle Fenn — do; He hg he he he he—— 

| _- >. ©. -*, » [ They tickle him. 
No more, oh dear, oh dear! poor Rogues, ſo ſo, no more, nay, if you 
dog if you do, odd PII Pj TH: | ; 2.4 

3. Ho. -W hat will you do'trow? -- RE ES | 

Sir Jul. Come along with me, come along with mith- me, ſneak after 
"me at-adiſtance, that no body take notice, Swinging fellows ally—— 
Swinging fellows Jenny, a Deviliſh deal of Mony, get you afore me then 
you little Dippappers, ye Waſps, ye Wagtails, get.you:gon, .I fay ſwing- 


Ing Fellows =———— - | "Fs | 
IS | CExeunt Sir Jolly, with the JFPbores, 


Y "Enter. Lady Dunce and Sylvia. 


Lady D. Dye a'Maid Sylvia: fie for ſhame! what'a. ſcandalous re- 
folution's that ? five thouſand Pounds to your Portion; and leave it all 
to Hoſpitals, -for- the innocent recreation .hereafter of leading Apes in 
:Hell, he for ſhame! : DLachs Ta En 2nSe 8 SE 223 : 
| Sylvia. Indeed ſuch- another charming Animal as your Conſort, Sir 

- David, might do much with me; *tis an. unſpeakable bleſſing to lye all 
night by a Horſe-load of diſeaſes; a. beaſtly, unfavory, old,. groaning, 
-grunting, wheazing Wretch, that ſmells of the Grave he 1s going to al- 
ready. From ſuch a curſe, and Hair-Cloth- next my skin, .good Heaven 
deliver me! | i 7 | © | 

Lady D, Thon miſtaleſt the uſe of a Husband, Sylvia: They are 
not meant-for Bedfellows; heretofore indeed- *twas. a fulſom faſhion, 
to ly 4 nights with a Husband, but the world% improv'd, and Cuſtoms 
-aitered, RE 2+: ha Eee ts. | 

Sily. Pray inſtru& then what the uſe of a Husband is; . © 

Zady D, Inſtead of a Gentleman-Uſher . for . Ceremonies ſake to be 
in waiting on ſet days, and particular occaſions; but the Friend Cozen, 
is theJewel-unyalmble. © nn EET = | 
 Sylv. But, Sir David, Madam, will be. difficult to be ſo Govern'd; 
I am miſtaken if his Nature is not too jealous to be blinded. - 7 

Lady D.- So much-the better; of all, the jealous Fool is caſieft to 
be deceiv'd : For”obſerve, where there's jealouſie there's always fand- 
.neſs; which ifa Woman, as ſhe qught to do,-will make the right/ uſe 
of, -the Hugsband*s fears ſhall not ſo awake him on one ſide, as his dotage 
ſhall blind him on the other. | R ry Bro 
_-_ Sylv. Is your Piece of mortality ſuch a doting Doddle, is he ſo very 
fond of you ?. =p 2 OO 34 En ig 

Lady D.. No,” but he has. the vanity to think that I am very. fond 
of him, and- if he be jealous," *tis not ſo much for fear I do abuſe,” as 
— that._jn time 1-may,. and: therefore- impoſes this confinement on _ 
bY Ss # | -.. thoug 


- 


The Souldiers Fortune. 9 
though he has other divertiſements that take hin off from my enjoyment 
which make him fo loathſome no Woman but muſt hate him. 

Sylv. His private divertiſements I am a ſtranger to. 

- Lady D.. Then for his Perſon”tis incomparably odions; he has ſich a © 
breath, one Kiſs of him were eaough to cure the Fits of the Mother, *tis 
worſe than 4ſſa-fetila; | 

Sylv. Oh hideous ? 

Lady D. Every thing that's naſty he affeRs, clean Linnen he ſays is 
unwholſome 3 and to make him more charming, he's continually ' eating 
of Garlick and chewing Tobacco. 

Sylv. Fogh! this is Love ? this is the bleſſing of Matrimony. 

Lady D. Rail nor fo unreaſonably againſt Love, Sylvia : As I have 
dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee the Paſſion I have for Reaugard ; 
fo methinks, Sylv:a need not conceal her good thoughts of her Friend. 
Do not [ know Ceurtine ſticks in your ffomach ? | 

Sylv. If he does, PII aſſure you he ſhall never get to my heart. But can 
you have the Conſcience to love another man now you are married ? what 
do you think will become of you ? 

Lady D. | tell thee, Sy;via, I was never married to that Engine we 
have been talking of; my Parents indeed made me ſay ſomething ro him 
after a Prieſt once, hut my heart went not along with my tongue, I min- 
ded not what ig was; for my Thoughts, Sylia, for theſe ſeven years have 
been much better imploy?d Beaugard! Ah curſe on the day that 
firſt ſent him into Fraxce ? 

Sylv. Why fo, I beſeech you ? 

Lady D. Had he ſtay'd here, I had not been ſacrificed to the Arms 
of this monument of Man, for the bed of death could not be more cold : 
than his has been 3 he won!d have delivered me from the Monſter, for e- 
ven then I loved him, and was apt to think my kindneſs nct neglected. 

Sylv, | find indeed your Ladyſhip had good thoughts of him. 

Lady D. Surely tis impoſſible to think too well of him, for he has wit 
. enough to call his good nature in queſtion, and yet good nature enough 
to make his wit ſuſpected, | 

Sylv, But how do you hope ever to get ſight of him ? Sir David's watch- 
fulneſs is invincible. . I dare ſwear he wou'd ſmell out a Rival if he were 
in the houſe, only bygnatural inſtinQ, as ſome that always ſweat when a 
Cat's in the Room. Then agsin, Beavgards a Souldier, and that's a thing 
the old Gentleman you know loves dearly. 

Lady D. There lies the greateſt comfort of my uneaſie life; he is one 
of thoſe Fools forſooth, that are led by the Noſe by Knaves to rail againtt 
the King and the Government, and !s mightily fond of being thought of 
a Party: I have had hopes this twelve-month to have heard of his being: 
in the Gate-Houſe for Treaſon. | | 

Sylv: But I find only your ſelf the Priſoner all this while. 

Lady D, At preſent indeed I am ſo, but Fortune I hope will ſmile; 
wouldſt thou but be my Friend, Sylvia. vs 

Sylv, In any miſchievous deſtzn 2 all my heart. . 


Lady 


10 The Souldiers Fortune. | 

Lady D. The concluſion, Madam, may turn to your fatisfaction, . bat, 
you have no thoughts of Courtine? | | 

Sylv. Not I, FIl aſſure you, Cozen. . Ph 91020" he nobre 

Lady D. You don't think him well ſhap'd,. ſtreight- and proportion. 
«ble! ——_— > 

Sylyv. Conſidering he. eats but oncea Week. the man 1s well enough=-- - 

Lady D. And then he:wears his Cloaths, you know. filthily, and like* -/ 
a horrid Sloven. : _ 

Sylv. Filthily enough of a} Conſcience, . with a thread-bare Red-Coat; 
which his Taylor duns him for to this day,over which a great broad greg- 
ſie Buff Belt, enough to-turn-any ones ſtomach but. a disbanded Souldier ; 
a Perruque ty*d up. in-a-knor, to excuſe _its want of combing, and then be- 
cauſe he has been a Man at-Arms,he muſt-wear two Tuffles of a beard for- 
ſooth, to lodge a dunghill of ſnuff upon, to keep his Noſe in good humour. 

Lady D. Nay, now: I am ſure that thou loveſt him, 

Sylv. So far from it, that I proteſt eternally .againſt the whole Sex, 

Lady D..That time will beſt demonſtrate, in the mean . while to ou: 
bulineſs.. | 

Sylv. As how, Madam? ; 

Lady.D. To night muſt I ſee Beaugard, they are this minute at-Din-. 
ner in the. Hay-market; now to make my evil Genius, that haunts me e- 
very where, mv thing calPd a Husband, himſelf to aſliſt. his poor Wife. 
at a dead lift, I think would not be unpleaſant. 

Sylv. . But *twill be impoſlible. 4 

Lady D. 1 am-apt to be perſwaded'rather-very eaſie, ,you know our 
zood and friendly Neighbour, Sir Folly. 

Sylv.- Out on him beaſt, he?s always talking filthily to a*body, if he ſits 
but at the table with one, he'l be-making naſty figures in-the Napkins. 

Lady D. He-and my ſweet yoke-fellow are the moſt intimate friends. 
in the world, ſo that partly out of-neighbourly kindneſs, as well as the 
great delight he takes. to be medling in matters of ' this nature, . with a- 
great deal of pains and induſty procured me Beawugards Picture, and gi- 
ven him to underſtand how. well a Friend of his in -Petticoats, calld my. 
ſelf, wiſhes him. | 

' Sylv, But what's all this to the making the Husband inſtrumenta], . for. 
I:muſt confeſs of all creatures a Husband*s the thi thats odious to me... 

Lady.D. That muſt be. done this night: ll inſfantlysto my chamber, . 
take my'bed in a pet, and ſend for-Sir David. | | 

Sytv.- But which way then muſt the Lover come? | 

Lady - D. Nay, Þ ll betray Beaugard to him,  ſhew. him the Picture he. 
ſent me, and-beg-of him as he tenders his own honour, and my quiet, to - 
take ſome- courſe.to ſecure me. from the ſcandalous ſalicitations of that: 


innocent-Fellow.. 
Slv-. And fo make: him the property, . the-go-between, to bring the - 
affair to an iſſue the more.decently. 
Lady D. Right, Sylvia, tis the beſt office a Husband can do- a-Witfe; 
I mean ay old Hesband ; þlefſs us,to:be yokd in Wedlock with a paralitick. 
Ki on covghing. 


x 


. y Fo "my part this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer, 


+  Curſt be the memory, nay double curft;, 
Of her that wedded Age for Intereſt firſt ; 
Though worn with years, with fruitleſs wiſhes full, 
*715 all day troubleſome, and all night dull. 
Who wed with Fouls indeed lead bappy lives, 
Fools are the fitteſt fineſt things for Wives , 
Tet old men Profit bring, as Fools bring eaſe, 
. And both make Youth and Wit much better pleaſe, 


ACT IL 


Enter Sir Jolly, Beangard, Courtine, and 
| Fourbin. 


on 


Court. SI R Jolly is the glory of the Age. 
Sir Fol. Nay now Sir you honour me too far. 
Beau, He's the delight of the young, and wonder of the old. 
Sir Fol. I ſwear Gentlemen you make me hluſh, 
Cour. He deſerves a Statue in Gold, at the Charge of the Kingdom. 
Sir Fol, Out upon't, fye for ſhame: T proteſt Ill leave your company 
if you talk ſo; but faith they were Whores, daintily dutiful Strumpets, 
ha! udds-bud, they*d have ſtript for t'other Bottle. m_ 
Beau, Truly, Sir Folly, you are a man of very extraordinary diſct- 
Jie, I never ſaw Whores under better command in my life. | 
Sir Fol. Piſh, that's nothing man, nothing, I can ſend for forty bet- 
ter when I pleaſe, Doxies that will skip,ſtrip,leap,trip, and do any thing 
in the world, any thing old Soul. 
Cour. Dear, dear Sir Folly, where and when? WE 
Sir Fol. Odd as ſimple as 1 ſtand here, her Father was a Kmght, 
Beau. Indeed Sir Jolly, a Knight ſay you? ; | 
Sir Fol. Ay, but a little decay%d, PII aſſure you ſhe's a very good 


Gentlewoman born. 
Cour. Ay, and a very good Gentlewoman bred too. 
Sir Jol. Ay, and ſo ſhe is. EY 
Beau. But Sir Folly, how goes my buſineſs forward, when ſhall I have 


a view of the quarry I am to fly at? 
v a C 2 So 
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—_—y decrepid Dotrel, to be a dry Nurſe all ones life time to an old 
Child of ſixty five, to lye by the Image of Death a whole night, adult im- 
— moveable,: that has no ſence of life, but through its pains ; the Pidgeon's 

« SaÞpy that”s laid toa ſick mans feet,, when the world has gtven him 0- 
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T2 The Souldiers Fortune. 

Sir Fol. Alas a day, not fo haſty, ſoft and fair I beſeech yon. Ah my 
little Son of Thunder, if thou hadſt her in thy arms now between a pair 
of Sheets, and I under the Bed to ſee fair play, Boy,. Gemini! what 
wou'd become of me ? : What wou'd become of me? there wow'd be 
doings, oh Lawd, I under the Bed ! | | A 

Bzau, Or behind the Hangings, Sir Folly, would not that do as wel] ? 

Sir Jol. Ah no, under the Bed againſt the world, and then it wou'd 
be very dark, hah ! 

Beau. Dark to chvſe. | 

Sir Fol. No, but a little light would do well,a ſmall Glimmering Lamp, 
juſt enough for me to ſteal a peep by; oh lamentable ! oh lamentable, I 
won't ſpeak a word more, there would be a trick! oh rare ! you friend, 
oh rare! odds fo, not a word: more, odds ſo, yonder comes the Mon- 
ſter that muſt be the Cuckold Elec; ſtep, ſtep aſide, and obſerve him 
1f I ſhow?d be ſeen in your company, ?rwou'd ſpall all. 

Beas., For my part Ii] ſtand the meeting of him ; one way to promote 
a £ood , aerſtanding with a. Wite, is firſt to get acquainted with her 
Husband.. 


n Enter Sir David, 
2, | 
Sir Da. Well of all bleſſings, a diſcreet Wife is the greateſt that can 
light upon a man of years : had I been married to any thing but an An- 
gel now, what a Beaſt had I been by this time; well, I am the happieſt 
old Fool! ?tis an horrid Age that we live in, ſo that an honeſt man can' 
keep nothing to himſelf; if you. have a- good eſtate, every covetous 
Rogue is longing for'c (truly I love a good eſtate dearly my ſelf;) if 
you have a handſome Wite,every ſmooth fac'd Coxcomb will be combing 
and cocking at her; fleſh-fites are not ſo troubleſome to the ſhambles, as 
thoſe ſort of Inſects are to the Boxes in the Play-houſe: But vertue is a 
preat bleſſing, an-unvaluable treaſure, to tell me her ſelf that a Villain 
| had tempted her, and give me the very Picare,, the 'inchantment that 
he ſent to hewitch her, it ſtrikes me dumb with admiration; heres the 
Villain in Eftigie. [Pulls out the Pifture] Odd a very handſome fellow 
a dangerons Rogue Pll warrant him, ſuch fellows as theſe now ſhould be 
fetter'd like unruly Colts, that they may not leap into others mans-pa- 
ſtures; Here's'a Noſe now,l cou'd.: find in my heart. to cut it off; damn'd 
Dog, to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of a Knight! Bleſs us what 
will this world come to! well poor Sir David, down, Coyn upon thy 
knees, and thank the ſtars for thy deliverance. | « 
Beau. *Sdeath what's that I ſee? - Sure *tis the. very Picture which 1 ſcat 
by Sir Folly; if ſo, by. this light, I am.damnably Jilted. 
Sir Da. But now jf— : t 
Reau, Surely be does not.ſce us yet. | 
Fourb, See you, Sir, why he has but one.eye,. and we are on his blind 
fide; Il domb faund him.._ ftrikes.him on the ſhoulder. 
Sir Di. Who tte. Devils this? Sir, Sir, Sir, who are you, Sir 2 
Beats. 


\ 
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Beau. Ay, ay, tis the ſame; now a pox of all amorous. adventures3 

*death PII go beat the impertinent Pimp that drew me into this fooling, 
Str Da. Sir, methinks you are very curious. | 


Beau. Sir, perhaps I have an extraordinary reaſon to be ſo. 


Sir Da. And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, nor your Reaſon : 


neither. | 

Beau. Sir, if you are at leiſure, I would beg the Honour to ſpeak 
with you. 

Sir Da, With me, Sir ? What's your buſineſs with me ? 

Beau, I wow'd not willingly be troubleſome , thovgh ir may be I am 
ſo at this time, | 

Sir Da. It may be ſo too, Sir. 

Bean. But to be known to ſo worthy a Perſon as you are, would be fo 
great an honour, ſo extraordinary a happineſs, that 1 could not avoid 
taking this opportunity of tendring you my Service. 

Sir Da. Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this fellow ? (4/ade.) But 
Sir you were pleaſed to nominate buſineſs Sir, 1 defire with what ſpezd 
you can to know your buſineſs, Sir, that I may. go ahout my buſineſs. 

Beau. Sir, if I might with good manners, I ſhould be glad to inform 
my ſelf, whoſe Picture that is, which you have in your hand z methinks: 

itis very fine Painting. 

Sir Da. Picture, Friend, Pi&ure! Sir, ?cis the reſemblance of a very 
impudent. Fellow, they cail him Captain Beaugard forſooth, but he 15 
in ſhort a Rakehell, a poor lawzy beggarly disbanded Devil; do you 
know him Friend ?!—— = 

Beau, I think I have heard: of ſuch-a Vagabond, the truth owt is he 1s. 
a very impudent Fellow, +2 | 

| Sir Da. Ay, a damn'd Rogue. 

Beau, Oh a notorious Scoundrel. 

Sir Da. I expect to. hear he's hang'd by tlie next Seſſions. 

Beau, The truth on't is, he has deſerv'd it long ago; but did you ever 
ſee him Sir David? | | 

Sir Da. Sir does he know me! . [ 4/ade. 

Beau, Becauſe 1 fancy that Mignature is very much like him. Pray Str, 
whence had. it you! ——— | 


| [Compares the Pifure with Beaugard?s Face, 
Sir Da. Had it, Friend ? had it! whence had it I! bleſs us ! 
what have I done now, - this the very Traitor himſelf,. if-he ſhould be de- 
ſperate now, and put his Sword in my guts! ſlitting my Noſe will 
be as bad as that.. I have but one eye left” neither,. and may be—=-Oh but 
this is the Kings Court, odd that's well remember'd, he dares not but bz 
civil here; Vl try to out-huff him. Whence had it you ? 
. Beau. Ay, Sir, whence. had.it you? that's Engl:/b in my. Country, 
= . 
Sir Da. Go, Sir, you are a Raſcal. 
Beau... How.!. * . 
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34 The Souldiers Fortnne. 
Sir Da. Sir, I ſay, you are a Raſcal, a very impudent Raſcal, nay Pl 
prove you to be a Raſcal, if you go to that 

Beau. Sir, I am a Gentleman and #Souldier- 7 

Sir Da. So much the worſe, Souldiers have been Cuckold-makers, 
from the beginning ; Sir I care not what you are; for ought I know you 
may be a — come Sir, did I never ſee you? anſwer me to that, did 
I never ſee you? for ought I know you may be a Jeſuit ; there were 

- more in the laſt Army beſides you. 
Beau, Of your acquaintance, and be hang'd. 
Sir Da. Yes to my knowledge, there w erefeveral at Hounſlow Heath 
-Uiſguiſed in dirty Petticoats, and cry'd Brandy, I knew a Serjeant of 
Foot that was familiar with one of them all night in a Ditch, and fancy'd 
him a woman, but the Devil is powerful. : : 

Beau. In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that PiCture is mine, 
and I muſt have it, or I ſhall take an opportunity to kick your Worſhip 
moſt inhumanely, | 

Sir Da. Kick Sir. | 

Beau. Ay, Sir, kick, *tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 

Sir Da, Sir, I am a free-born Subje& of England, and there are Laws 
look you, there are Laws; ſo I ſay you are a Raſcal again, and row how 
will you help your ſelf? poor Fool. + 

Beau. Heark you Friend, have not you a Wife ? | 

Sir Da. I have a Lady, Sir.——oh, and ſhe's mightily taken with this 
Picure of yours, ſhe was ſo mightily proud of it ſhe could not forbear 
ſhewing it me, and telling too who it was ſent it her. 

Beau. And has ſhe been long a Jilt ? has ſhe praQtiſed the Trade for 
any time * | 

Noi Da. Trade! humph, what Trade? what Trade? Friend, 

Beau. Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, -Catterwavling in 
jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when ſhe's a Turk under Deck - A 
curſe upon all honeſt women in the fleſh, chat are Whores.in the Spirit. 

Sir Da. Poor Devil, how he rails, ha, ha, ha, look you ſweet Son], 
as I told you before, there are Laws, there areLaws, but thoſe are things 
not worthy your Conſideration - Beantie's your Buſineſs; but dear vaga- 
bond, trouble thy ſelf no further about-my Spouſe, let my Doxie reſt in 
peace, ſhe's meat for thy Maſter, old boy; I have my belly full of her 
every Night. 

Bas. Sir, I wiſh all your Noble Family hang'd from the bottom of 
my heart. - | 

Sir Da. Moreover Captain Swaſh, - I muſt tell you my Wife is an ho- 
neſt Woman, of a vertuous diſpoſition, one that I have lov*d from her 

Infancy, and ſhe deſerves it by her faithful dealing in this affair, for that 
fhe has diſcover'd loyally to me the treacherous deſigns laid againſt her 
Chaſtity, and my Honour. , 
Beau, By this light the Beaſt weeps. | 
Sir Da. Truly I cannot but weep for Joy; to think how happy F am 
in a ſincere faithful and loving Yoke-fellow, ſhe charg?d me too to tell 
you. 


S 
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Fou ints the bargain, that ſhe is ſufficiently ſatisfied of the moſt ſecret 
wiſhes of your heart. | 

Beau. I am glad owt, * . : 

Sir Da. And that*tis her defire, that you would trouble your ſelf no 
more about the matter, 

Beau. With all my heart. 

Sir Da. But hence forward. behave your ſelf with ſuch diſcretion as 
becomes a Geatleman, 

Ceau. Oh to be ſure moſt exactly ! | 

Sir Da. And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of thoſe innocent Free- 
doms I allow her, without putting her reputation in hazard 

Beau, As how, I beſcech you——— | 

Sir Da. By your impertinent and unſeaſonable addreſs. 

Beau. And this news you bring me by a particular commiſſion from 
Four ſweet Lady. 

Sir Da. Yea Friend I do, and ſhe hopes you'l be ſenſible Dear heart, 
of her good meaning by it: theſe were her yery words, I neither add 
nor diminiſh, for plain dealing is my Miftreſles friend. 

Beau. Thea all the curſes I ſhall think on this twelve-month light on 
her, and as many more on the next Fool that gives credit to the Sex. 

Sir Da. Well, certainly I am the happieſt Toad; how melancholly 
the Munkie ſtands now? Poor Pug haſt thou loſt her ? 

Bgau. To be ſo ſordid a Jilt, to betray me to ſich a Beaſt as that, can 


ſhe have any good thoughts of ſuch a Swine ? Dam her, had ſhe abugd 


me handſomly it had never vext me, | 

Sir Da. Now Sir with your permiſſion Pl take my leave. 

Beau. Sir, if you were gone to the Devil, I ſhow'd think you very well. 
diſpos'd of, ; 

Sir Da. If you have any Letter, or other commendation to the Lady 
that was ſo charm?*d with your Reſemblance there, it ſhall be very faith- 
fufly conveyed. by —=— 


Beau, Fool, ; 
Sir Da. Your humble Servant, Sir, Pm gon, I ſhall diſturb you no fur- 
ther, your moſt hamble Servant Sir. [ Exit, 


Beau. Now Poverty, Plague, Pox and Priſon fall thick upon the head . 
of thee, Fourbin. 

Fourb, Sir ! | LES 

Beau. Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy time.- 

Fourb. I hope I have loſt nothing in your. Honours Service, Str.- 

Beau. Find out ſome way to revenge me. on this old Raſcal,. and If T : 
do not make thee a Gentleman | 
Fourb, That you have been pleas'd to do long ago, -I thank you; for-- 

I. am fore you have not left me one ſhilling in my Pocket thele two..; 

Months. 

Beau. Here, . here's for thee to Revel with all.” | 

Fourb, Will your Honour pleaſe to have his Throat: cut 2. 

Beau, With all my heart. 
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The Souldiers Fortane. 

Feurb. Or would you have-him decently hang'd at his own Door, and 
then give out to tht World he did It himſelf ? 

Beau, That wou'd do very well. 

Fourb. Or 1 think [to proceed with more ſafety] a. good ſtale | Jakes 
were a very pretty expedient. 

Beau. Excellent, excellent Fourbin, 

Fourly katy matters to my diſcretiong and if I do not=e [Fx, 

Beau, 1 know thou wilt; go, go about it, proſper and be famous : now 
©re i dare venture to meet Courtin again, will I go by my ſelf, rail for 
an hour or two, and then be good company. LExt, 


Extcr Courtine and Sylvia. 


 Slv. Take my word Sir, you had better give this buſineſs over, I tell 
you there's nothing in the World turns my Stomach ſo much as the man, 
that man that makes love to me. I never ſaw one of your Sex in my 
- make love, but he lookrt fo like an Afs all the wile, that I bluſht 

or him. 

Court. I am afraid your Ladyſhip then is one of thoſe dangerous Cree- 
tures they call She-wits, who are always ſo mightily taken with admi- 
ring themſelves, that nothing elſe is worth their notice. 

Sylyv, Oh! who can be fo dull not to be raviſht with that Toylterous 


_ Meen of yours? that ruling Ayr in your gate, that feems to cry where- 


ere you go, make room, here comes the Captain: that Face, the which 

bids defiance to the Weather, Bleſs us! if 1 were a poor Farmers wife 

in the Country now, and you wanted Quarters, how would it fright me ? 
But as I am young, not very ugly, and one you never ſaw before, how 

lovingly it looks upon me. 

Court. Who can forbear to ſigh, look pale and languiſh, where Beau- 

ty and \Vit unite both their forces to enſlave a heart ſo tractable as mine 
5 Firſt, for the modiſh ſwim of your Body, the victorious motion 


of your Arms and Head, the toſs of your Fan, the glancing of the Eyes ; 


bleſs us! If I were a dainty ane dreit Coxcomb, with a great Eſtate and 
a little or no wit, vanity in abundance, and ood for nothing, how 
would they melt and ſofren me? but as I am ſcandalous honeſt Raſcal, 
not Fool enough t5 be your ſport, . nor rich enough to be your prey, 
how glotingly "they look upon me! 

Sylv. Alas, alas! what pity'tis your Honeſty ſhould ever do you hurt, 
or your Wit ſpoil your preferment. 

Cour, Ja{t as much fair Lady, as that your Beauty ſhould make you be 

envied ar, or your Vertue provoke ſcandal. 

Sylv. The more I look, the more Pm in love with you, 

Court. The more I look, the more I am out of Love with you. 

Sylv. How my heart ſvells when [ ſee you ! 

Court. How my Stomach riſes when I am near you! 

Sylv. Nay, then let's bargain, 

Op” Wirh all my heart ; what? 

Sylva 
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Sitv, Not to fall in love with each other, I aſſure you Monſieur Cap- 
tain. X 

Court. But to hate one another conſtantly and cordially. 

S:ly, Always when you are drunk, Ideſire you to talk ſcandalouſly of 
me. 

Court. Ay, and when I am ſober too, in return whereof when ere 
you ſee a Coquet of your acquaintance, and I chance to be named, be 
ſure you ſpit at the filthy remembrance, and rail at me as if you lov'd 
me. 

Sitv. In the next place, when &re we meet in the all, I deſire you 
to humph, . put out your Tongue, make ugly mouths, laugh aloud, and 
look back at me. 

Court, Which if I chance to do, be ſure at next turning to pick up 
ſome tavdry fluttering Fop or another. 

Sily, That 1 made acquaintance with all at the Muſique-meeting. 

Court, Right, Juſt ſuch another Spark to ſeunter by your ſide with his 
Hat under his Arm, | | 

Sity, - Hearkning to all the bitter things I can ſay to be revenged. 

Court, Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin to oblige you, 
for fear of being beaten for it, when he was out of his waiting. © 

Silv, Counterfeit your Letters from me. 

Conyt. And you to be even with me for the ſcandal, publiſh to all the 
World I offer'd to :marry you, | 
' Silv. Oh hideous marriage! 

Court, Horrid, horrid marriage! 

$ily. Name, name no more of it. | 

Court. At that ſad word let's part. 

Silv, Let's wiſh all men decrepid, dull and ſilly; 

Court. And every Woman old and vegly. 

Sily, Adicu |=—_—— 

Court. Farewell! 


—— 


Enter a young fellow, gffe®edly dreſt, ſeveral others with bim. 


Silv. Ah me, Mr. Frisk! | 

Frick, Madamoiſel, Silvia ! ſincerely as I hope to ſav'd, the Dev 
take-me, Dam me Madam, who's that ? | 

Silv. Ha, ha, ha, hea. | | LExit with, Frisk. 

Court; True to thy failings always, Woman, how naturally is the Sex 
fond of a Rogue! What a Monſter was that for a Woman to delight in ! 
now muft I love her ſtill, tho? I know I am a Block-head for't, and ſhe'll 
uſe me like a block-head too, if I don't prevent her - what's. to be done * 
PI have three Whores a day, to keep Love out of my head. 


Entey Beaugard. 7 1, 
Beaugard, Well met again, how g0 matters? Handſomly ! | 
| D Zea. 
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1s The Souldiers Fortune. | 
Beau. Oh very handſomely ! had you but ſeen how handſomely I was 
us'd juſt now, you would ſwear ſo. I have heard thee rail in my time, 
woud thou wouldſt exerciſe thy talent a little at preſent. 

Court. At what? ; : | 

Beau. Why canſt thou ever want a ſubject? rail at thy ſelf, rail at me, 
I deſerve to be raiPd at; ſee there, what thinkeſt thou of that Engine, 
that moving Iump of filthineſs, - miſcalPd a Man ? 


A Clumſie fellow marches over the Stage dreſt like an Officer. 


Court. Curſe on him for a Rogue, I know him, 

Beau. So. | 
Court. The Raſcal was a Retailer of Ale but yeſterday, and now he 
is an Officer and be hang'd *tis a dainty ſight in a morning to'ſee him 
with his Toes turn'd in, drawing his Legs after him, at the head of a 
hundred luſty Fellows ; ſome honeſt Gentleman or other ſtays now, be- 
cauſe that Dog had mony to bribe ſome corrupt Colonel withall. 


Enter another gravely dreſs. 


Beau, There, there's another of my acquaintance, he was my Fathers 
Footman not long ſince, and has pimpt for me oftner than he pray'd 
for himſelf; that good quality recommended him to a Noble-man's ſer- 
vice, which together with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying and infor- 
ming, has rais'd him to an imployment of truſt and reputation, though 
the Rogue can't. write his name, nor read his neck Verſe, if he had 
occaſion, 

Court. *Tis as unreaſonable to expe a man of Senſe ſhould be pre- 
fer'd, as*tis to think a He&or can be ſtout, a Prieſt religious, a fair 
Woman chaſt, or a.pardon'd Rebel loyal. | 


E nter two more ſeeming earneſtly in diſcourſe. 


Beau, That's ſeaſonably thought on, look there, obſerve but that 
Fellow on the right hand, the Rogue with the buſieſt Face of the two, 
PII tell thee his Hiſtory. « Ts 

Court. I hope hanging will be the end of his Hiſtory, fo well I like 
him at the firſt ſight. F70D 

Beau. He was born a Vagabond, and-no Pariſh own*d- him z his Fa- 
ther was as obſcure as his Mother publick, every. body knew her, and no 
body could gueſs at him. | 

Court. He comes of a very good Family, heaven be prais'd. 

Beau. The firſt thing he choſe to riſe by, was Rebellion, -ſo a Rebel. 
lie grew, and flouriſht a Rebel, fought againſt his King, and helpt to 
bring him to the Block. ; 

Court, And was he not Religious too ? : 

Beau, Moſt deyoutly ! He could -pray till he cry'd, and _—_—_— by 

| oam 
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foam'd, which excellent Talent made him popular, and at laft prefer®d 

Um to be a worthy Member of that neyer to be forgotten Rump Parli- 

3ment. ENT, 

Court. Pray Sir be uncovered at that, and remember it with Reve- 
rence. 

Beau, In ſhort, he was a Committee-man, Sequeſtrater and Perſecutor 
General of a whole County, by which he got enough at the King's Re- 
turn to ſecure himſelf in the general Pardon, 

Court, Nauſeous Vermin : That ſuch a Swine with the mark of Rehel- 
20a in his. Forehead, ſhould ' wallow in. his Luxury, whilſt honeſt men 
are forgotten ! | 

| Beau, Thus forgiven, thus rais'd, and made thus happy, the ungrate- 
fal Slave diſowns the hand that healed him, cheriſhes Fa&tions to affront 
ats Maſter, and once more would Rebel againſt the Head, which & 
lately fav'd his from a Pole. | 

Court. What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword he wears ! 

Beau. *Tis to keep his Cowardize in countenance; the Raſcal will en- 
dure kicking moſt temperately for all that :I know five or ſix more of the 
ſame ſtamp, that never came abroad without terrible long Spits by their 
ſides, with which they will let you bore their own Noſes if you pleaſe; 
but let the Villain be forgotten. 

' Court. His Co-Rogue I have ſome knowledge of, he's a tatter'd worm- 
eaten Caſe-putterz ſome call him Lawyer, one that takes it very ill he 
is not made a Judge. 

F Beau. Yes, and is always repining. that men of parts are not regar- 

Be 

Court. He has been a great noiſe-maker in faQtious Clubs theſe ſeven 
years, and now I ſuppoſe he is courting that Worſhipful Raſcal to make 

him Recorder of ſome fa&tious Town. 

Beau. To teach Tallow-Chandlers and Cheeſe-mongers how far they 
may rebel againſt their King by vertue of 1ſagna Charta. 

Court. But friend Beaugard, methinks thou art very ſplenatick of a 
ſudden, how goes the affair of Love forward, proſperouſly, hah ! 

Beau, Oh I aſſure you moſt Triumphantly, juſt now you muſt know 
- I am parted with the fweet civil inchanted Ladies Husband. | 
' Court. Well, and what fays the Cuckold, is he very kind and good 
natur?d as Cuckolds uſe to be? | | 

Beau. Why he ſays, Courtine, in ſhort, that I am a very ſilly fellow, 
(and truly I am very apt to believe him) and that I have been Jilted in 
this affair moſt unconſcionably ; a Plague on all Pimps, I fay, a mans by- 
ſinefs never thrives ſo well, as when he is his own Solicitor. 


Enter Sir Jolly and a Boy. 


_ Sir Folly. Hiſt. hiſt, Capt. Capt. Capt. Boy. 
Boy. SIr. ; 
Sir Folly. Run and get two Chairs preſently,be ſure you get two Chairs 
D 2 Sirxah, 
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Sjrrah, do you hear ? here's luck, here's luck, now or never Captain, ne- 
yer if not- now Captain / here's lnck. 

Beau. Sir Folly, No more Adventures ſweet Sir Joly, I am. like to 
have a very fine time on't truly. 

Sir Folly. The beſt in the World dear Dog, the very beſt in the 
World, bud ſhe's here hard by man, ſtays on-purpoſe for thee finely 
diſguis? d. The Cuckold has loſt her too-3 and no body knows any thing 
of the matter. but I, no body but 1, and I you muſt know, I am 1, hah! 
and I you little Toad, hah ! 

Beau. You are a very fine Gentleman. 

Sir Jolly. The beſt natur'd Fellow I believe in the World of my years! 
now does my heart ſo thump for fear this buſineſs ſhould mifcarry ; ; why 
Pll warrant thee, the Lady is here man, ſhe's all thy own, 'tis thy own . 
fault if thou art not in terra incognita within this half hour : come along, 
prithee come along, fie for ſhame. What, make _ loſe her longing ! 
come along [I ſay, you out upon, 

Beau, Sir your humble. I ſhan't ſtir. . 

Sir Folly. What ? not go! 

Beau. No Sir, no Lady for me. 

Sir Folly. Not go! I ould laugh at that Faith. 

Beau. No, I will aſſure you, not go Sir. 

-= Joly. Away you Wag, you jeſt, you jeſt you Wag; not- go, 

votha * 
, Beau. No Sir, not go I tell you, what the Devil would you have more ? 

Sir Folly. Nothing, nothing Sir, but I am a Gentleman, 

Beau. With all my heart. 

Sir Jolly. And Frag you think then-that Pl be ugd thus? 

Beau. Sir! 

Sir Folly. Take away my Reputation, and take away. my Life, 1 ſhall 
be difgrac't for ever. 

Beau, I have not wrong'd you-Sir Jolly, : 

Sir Folly. Not wrong'd me! But you ſhall find you have wrong?d: me, 
and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a fine Lady :-—=— ſhall never be truſt- 
ed again ! never have employment more! 1 ſhall dye of the Spleen, —- 
prithee now be good natur'd, prithee be perſwaded, Odd PH give thee 
| This Ring, Pl! give thee this Watch, *tis Gold, Pl] give thee any thing 
inthe World, go. 

Beau. Not one Foot, Sir. 

Sir Folly. Now that I durſt but murder acts, ſhallT fetch her 
to thee? What ſhall I do for thee? 


Enter Lady Dunce, 


Odds fiſh here ſhe comes her ſelf, now you x” atur'd Churle, now you 


Devil, look upon her, do but look upon her, what ſhall I ſay to her? 


- , Beau, Fen what you pleaſe Sir Folly, 
= Sit Folly, 


= * 
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Sir Folly, "Tis a very ſtrange Monſter this—— Madam this is the Gen- 
tleman, that's he, though (as one may ſay) he's ſomething baſhful, but 
Pll te!l him who you are. | [Goes to Beaugard. 

If thou art not more cruel than Zeopards, Lyons, Tigers, Wolves, or 
Tartars, dowt break my Heart, don't kill me, this unkindneſs of thine 
* goesto the Soul of me. [Goes to the Lady. 

Madam, he ſays, he's ſo amazed at your Triumphant Beauty, that he 
dares not approach the excellence that ſhines from you. | 

Lady D. What can be the meaning of all this? 

Sir Folly. Art: thou then reſolv'd to be remorſeleſs? canft thou be ip- 
ſenſible, haſt thou Eyes? haſt thou a Heart? haſt thou any thing thou 
ſhould(t have ? odd Ill tickle thee, get you too her you Fool, get you to 
her, to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha. 

Lady D. Have you forgot me Beaugard? | 

S:r Folly. So now, to her agen. I ſay, to her, to her and be hang'd, 
Ah Rogue! Ah Rogue! now, now, have at her, now have at her, there 
it goes, there it goes, Hey —_ POYS ann m—— 

Lady D. Methinks this Face ſhould not ſo much be alter?d, as to be 
nothing like what once I thought it, the obje& of your pleaſare, and 
ſubje& of your Praiſes. - 

Sir Folly. Cunning Toad ! Wheedling Jade! you ſhall ſee now how 

by degrees ſhe'll draw him into the Whirl-Pool of Love, now he leers 
upon her, now he leers upon her, Oh1aw ! there's Eyes! there's your 
Eyes ! I muſt pinch him by the Calf of the Leg. 

Beau. Madan, I muſt confeſs I do remember, that I had once ac- 
quaintance with a Face, whoſe Air and Beauty much reſembled yours, 
and if I may truſt my Heart, you are calPd Clarinda. 

Lady D. Clarinda | was call'd,. till my ill Fortnne Wedded me: Now 
you may have heard of me by another Title-: Your Friend there, I ſup- 
poſe has made nothing a ſecret to you. 

Beau. And are you then that kind inchanted fair one who was fo paſ- 
fionately 1n Love with my Picture, that you could not forbear. betraying 
me to the Beaſt your Husband, and wrong the Paſſion. of a Gentleman 
that languiſt for you, only to make your Monſter merry ? Hark you 
Madam, had your Fool been worth it, I had beaten him, and have a 
Months mind to be exerciling my parts that way upon your Go-between, 
your Male-Bawd there. ; 

Sir Folly. Ah Lord! Ah Lord ! AlPs ſpoild agen, alls ruin'd, I ſhail 
be undone for ever, why what the Devil is the matter now ? what-have 
I done? what fins have I committed ? 

Lady D. And are you the paſſionate Adorer of our-Sex? who cannct 
live a Week in London, without Loving? are you the Spark thar ſeads 
your Picture up and down to longing Ladies, longing for a pattera of 
your Perſon ? 

Beau. Yes Madam, when I receive fo good Hoſtages as theſe are, 

"1 \ Shews the Gold. 

That it ſhall be well ugd, - Cow'd you find no body but me to play the 
Fool withall? | | SP 
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Str Folly, Alack a day ! "9 

Lady D. Could you pitch upon no Body but that wretched Woman, 
that'has loved you too well to abuſe you thus ? 

Sir Fol. That ever I was born! 

Beau, Here, here Madam, Pl return you your dirt, I ſcorn your Wa- 
ges, as I do your Service, : T 

Lady D. Fye for ſhame, what refund? That is not like a Souldier to 
refund; keep, keep it to pay your Sempſtreſs withal. 

Sir Folly. His Sempſtreſs, who the Devil is his Sempſtreſs? Odd what 
wouv'd I give to know that now! | : 

Lady D. There was a Ring too, which I ſent you this Afternoon, if 
that fit not your Finger, you may diſpoſe of it ſome other way, where 

it may give no occaſion of Scandal, and yow'l do well. 
_* Beau, A Ring, Madam ! 3 

Lady D. A ſmall trifle, I ſuppoſe Sir David deliver'd it to you when 

he return'd you your Mignature. 
Beau, I beſeech you Madam! 
Lady D. Farewell you Traytor. | 
Beau, As I hope to be ſaw'd, and upon the. word of a Gentleman. 
Lady D. Go you are a falſe ungrateful Brute,and trouble me no jor 
| | Exctt. 

Beau. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Folly, | 

Sir Folly. Ah thgn Rebel? 

Beau. Some advice, ſome advice, dear Friend, ©re Pm ruin'd. 

Sir Folly. Ev?n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Honours Supper, 
that's all the remedy that I know. 

Zean. But prithee hear a little reaſon. 

Sir Folly. No Sir, I ha' done, no more to be ſaid, I ha*done, I am 
aſham'd of you, Il have no more to ſay to you, Pl never ſee your Face 
again, good b'w?y. [Ext Sir Folly. 

Beau. Death and the Devil, what have my Stars been doing to day ? 
a Ring ! deliver'd by Sir David !J—yiat can that mean ?——Poxy on 
her for a Jilt, ſhe lies, and has a mind to amuſe and laugh at me a day or 
two longer; hiſt, here comes her Beaſt once more- Pl uſe him Civilly, 
and try what diſcovery I can make, 


Enter Sir Davy Dunce. | 


Sir Da. Ha, ha, ha! Heres the Captains Jewel, very well: In troth 
I had like to have forgotten it, Ha, ha, ha! how damnable Mad 
hel be now, when I ſhall deliver him his Ring again, ha, ha !-—-Poor 
Dog, hel hang himſelf at leaſt, ha, ha, ha, Faith ?tis a very pret- 


ty Stone, and finely ſet: Humph! if I ſhould keep it now != Pl 
ud I have loſt it; no Þll giye it him again, o'purpoſe to vex. him, ha, 
17a, ha. 


Beau, Sir David, I am heartily ſorry. : 
Sir Da. Oh Sir, *tis you I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, hay what ſhall I 
ſay to him now to terrifie hin ? - Beau, 


%P 
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Bau. Me, Sir !— 4 
Sir Da. Ay, you Sir, if your name be Captain Beauoard- ; 

Fool he looks already elk P TP how like a 
Beau. W hat you pleaſe, Sir. 
Sir Da. Sir, I would ſpeak a word with you, if you think fit; what 


| ſhall Ido now to keep my countenance ? 


Beau. Can I be fo happy, Sir, as to be able to ſerve you in any 


| thing? 


Sir Da. No Sir, ha, ha, ha, I have commands of ſervice to you Sir 
oh Lord, ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Me, Sir, | 

Sir Da. Ay Sir, you Sir, but put on your hat, Friend, put on your 
hat, be cover'd. | 

Beau. Sir, will you pleaſe to ſit down on this Bank ? 

Sir Da; No, no, there's no need, no need, for all ] have a young 
Wife I can ſtand upon my legs, Sweet-heart. 

Beau, Sir, I beſeech you ! 

Sir Da. By no means, I think friend, we had ſome hard words juſt 
now, *twas about a paultry baggage, but fhe's a pretty baggage, and a 
witty baggage, and a baggage that | | 

Beau. Sir, I am heartily aſham'd of all miſdemeanour on my ſide. 

Sir Da. You do well, though arenot you a damn'd Whore-Maſter, a 
deviliſh Cuckold-making fellow? here, here, do you ſee this? here's, 
the Ring you ſent a Roguing; Sir, do you think my Wife wants any 
thing that you can help her to ?——Why Fil warrant you this Ring coſt 
fifty ponnd : What a prodigal Fellow are you to throw away fo much 
mony ; or didft thou ſteal it old Boy ? I believe thou maiſt be poor, PII 
lend thee mony upor't, if thou thinkſft fit, at thirty in the hundred, be- 
cauſe I love thee, ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Sir, your humble Servant, I am forry *twas not worth your . 
Ladies acceptance. Now what a dog am 1! 

Sir Da. 1 ſhould have given it thee before, but faith I forgot it, 
though it was not my Wives fault in the leaſt, for ſhe ſays as thou likeſt 
this uſage, ſhe hopes to have thy cuſtom again Child; ha, ha, ba, 

Beau, Then Sir, I beſeech you tell her, that you have made a Con- 
yert on me, and that I am fo ſenſible of my infolent behaviour towards | 
her- 

Sir Da. Very well, I ſhall do it. 

Beau, That *tis impoſſible: I ſhall ever be at peace with my {elf till I 
find ſome way how to make her reparation. 

Sir Da. Very good ha, ha, ha. . =_ 

Beau, And that if ever ſhe find me guilty of the like oftence again 

Sir Da. No Sir, you had not beſt; but proceed, ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Let her baniſh alt good opinion of me for ever. 

Sir Da. No more to be ſaid, your-Servant, good b'w'y, 

Beau. One word more, I beſzech you,. Sir Davy. 

Sir Da. What's that ? 


Beau, 


24 | The Souldiers Fortane. 


. Beau. I beg you tell her, th at the generous. reproof ſhe has given me 
has ſo wrought upon me— 

Siy Da. Well, I will. 

Beau, That I eſteem this Jewel, not only as a wreck redeenrd from 
my folly, but that for her ſake I will preſerve it to the utmoſt moment 
of my life. | 

Sir Da. With all my heart, I yow and ſwear. 

Beau, And that I long to convince her I am not the Brute ſhe might 
miſtzke me for. 

Sir Da, Right; well, this will make the pureſt ſport (4/2de; ) let 
me ſee, firſt you acknowledge your ſelf to be a very impudent Felloy 

Beau. I do ſo, Sir. 

Sig Da. And that you ſhall never be at reſt, till you have ſatisfi'd my 
Lady. 

Beau. Right, Sir. 

Sir Da. Satisfi?d her, very good, ha,:ha, ha, and that you will ne- 
ver play the Fool any more. Be ſure you keep your word, ' Friend. 

Beau. Never, Sir, , 

Sir Da. And that you will keep that Ring: for her ſake, as long as 
you live, hah lJ—_ 

Beau. To the day of my death, I'll aſſure you. 

Sir Da. I proteſt that will be very kindly done— and that you 
long mightily, lohg to let her underſtand that you are another-gueſs 
Fellow than ſhe may take you for. ; 

Beau. Exatly Sir, that is the Sum and End of my deſires. 

Sir Da, Well, I'll take care of your buſineſs, PII do your buſineſs, 
P11 warrant you, this will be the pureſt ſport when 1 come home, no, 
- (fide. ) Well your Servant, remember, be ſure'you remember. Your 
Servant. | | 

Beau. So, now I find a Husband is a delicate inſtrument rightly made 
uſe of ; To make her old jealous Coxcomb pimp for me himſelf, 
I think tis as worthy an employment as ſuch a noble Conſort can be put 
to, 2 


Ah were ye all ſuch Husbands and ſuch Wives, 
We younger Brothers ſhou'd lead better lives. 


ACT AL 
SCENE Covent-Garden. 


* Enter Sylvia, and Courtine. 


Sylv. O fall in love, and to' fall in love with a Souldier/ nay a 

| disbanded Souldier too, a fellow with the mark of Cain up- 
on him, which every body knows him by, and-is ready to throw ſtones 
at him for, | Cour, 
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Cour. Dam , her,, L hall neyer enjoy her without raviſhing 3-1f ſhe 
were but very ,rich and very 'ugly, I wou'd marry her; Ay, *tis fhe, I 
know her mnuſchjevous look too. well to-be miſtaken in it, — Ma- 
dam ! | 


Sytv. Sir. 
Cour, *Tiz a very hard Caſe, that you have reſoly*d not to let me be 
Wer. © TINT wb | | C 
X Sily, ?Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Sir, to haunt me up and 
down every where at this ſcandalous rate, the world will think we are 
acquainted ſhortly. | | 

Cour, But, Madam, I ſhall fairly take more care of my Reputation, 
and from this time forward ſhun and avoid you moſt watchfully, 

Sylv. Have you not haunted this place theſe two hours ? 

Cour, ?Twas becauſe I knew it to be'your Ladyſhips home then, and 
therefore might reaſonably be the place you leaſt of all frequented, one 
would imagine-you were gonea Coxcomb-hunting by this time, to ſome 
Place of publick appearance or other, ?tis pretty near the hour, *twill be 
twilight preſently, and then the Owls come all abroad. 

Sylv.” What jneed I take the trouble to go fo far a fowling, when 
there's game enough at our dwn' doors ? * Spit | 

Cour, What, game for your Net, fair Lady ? 

Sylv. Yes, or any Womans Net elſe, that will ſpread it. 


Cour. To ſhew you how deſpicably I think of the buſineſs, I will here 


leave you-prefently,” though I loſe the pleafure' of railing at you. 

Sylv.” Do fo, *1 wow dadviſe you; your raillery betrays your wit, as 
bad as your clunifey civility does your breeding, | 

Cour. Adieu —— | oy : 

Syly. Farewell l—— Fg | 

Cour. "Why do not. you go about your buſineſs - 

Sylv. Becauſe I would be fare to be rid of you firft, that you might 
not dog me. _ og ns 

Cour, 'Were it but poſſible that you cou'd anſiver me one queſtion tru- 
ly, and then 1. ſhould” be fatisfd. EST 

S$ylv. Anything for compoſition tobe rid of you handſomly. 

Cour. Are you really very honeſt? Look in my face and tell me that. 

Sylv. Look in your Face and tell you, for what? To ſpoil my Stomach 
to my Supper. Ss TA 

Cour, No, but to get thee a Stomach to thy Bed, Sweet-heart,I would 
if poſſible be better "acquairited with thee, becauſe thou art very il-na- 
- tur'd, OT. 83 | 
.- $i Your only way to bring that buſineſs about effequally, is to be 
more troubleſome, and if, you think it worth your while to be abugd 
fibtanthity ; you may” make your perſonal appearance this Night. 

£51, How? where? and when? and what hour I beſecch thee ? 

5yi, Ynder the Window, between the hours of eleven and twelve 
exactly. FS NS 

Coir, Where ſhall theſe lovely Eyes, and Ears hear my Plaints, and 
ſee my Tears, ge E IT, 
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Sytv. At that kind hour thy griefs ſhall end, if thou canſt know 
Foe from thy Friend. . LExit Sylvia, 
\ Cour, Here's another trick of the Devit now, under that Window, 
between the hours of eleven and twelve exaatly, I am a damn'd Fool, 
and muſt go, let me ſee, ſuppoſeI meet with a luſty beating ! piſh, that's 
nothing for a man that's in love, or ſuppoſe ſhe contrive ſome way to 
make a publick Coxcomb_ of me, -and expoſe me to the ſcorn of- the 
World, for an'example to all amorous Block-heads hereafter ? why if 
fe do, "Pl fiveart have lain with her, beat her Relations, if they pretend 
to Vindicate her, and ſo there?s.one love Intrigue pretty well over. 
[. Exit.Cour, 


Enter Sir Dayid, and Vermig. , TIENES 

Sir Da, Go, get you. in to your Lady now, and'tell her, I am come- 
in 

"an Her Ladyſhip, Right-worſhipful, is, pleav'd not to be at home... 

Sir Da; How's that ? my Lady not at home|. run, Tun . in and. ask 
when ſhe went forth,  whither ſhe-3s gone,,,and. who.. is. with her, «FUR. 
and ask, Vermim. 71 

Ver. She went out-in her Chair preſently after \ you this' Afternoon.” * 

Sir D3.. Then I may be.a Cuckold ſtill for. ought, I know, what will. 
become of me? I have ſurely. loſt; and ne*re ſhall find her more,ſhe. .pro-. 
misd me ſtriftly,to ſtay. at home, tul. came back: again; for. ought - "- 
know ſhe may be.up three. pair of {airs. in the. Temple now... 

 Verm. 1s her Ladyſhip in Law then, Sir ? * 

Sir Da. Or it may be taking the Air. as far as” " nights-Bridge with 
ſome ſmoath-fac'd -Rogue or another : *tis a damn?d. houſe, that Swan, 
that Swan at Knights-bridge is a confounded houſe, Yermzn.... 

Perm. Lo you think ſhe is there then ?——— . | 

Sir Da. No, 1 do not think -ſke 1s there neither; bat fuch a thing may : 
be, you know ; would that Baru-Elms was. ' under" ater. too, ..there's a. 
1000 Cuckolds, a Year made-at-Bary- Elms, by Ro ofamond's Ponds, the . 
Devil if ſhe, ſhou'd be there this evening, my he's broke . 


Enter Sir Jolly... 


Sir ;70l. Thit: mult be Sir Davy: Ay. that's he, © that's ie ha, ha, ha, ; 

was ever the like, heard of - was ever any thing ſo pleaſant ? 
. Sir Da. PHIL lock her up three days, and three..nights, . without. meat, 

drink, or light, Fl humble her in the DeviPs name. : _ | 

Sir Fol., Well, cou'd' I but meet my STO. Sir Davy, It; wou'd be 
the joyfulleſt news for him————.. £ 

- Sir Da. Why's there that. has .any thing to Tay to. me? 

Sir Fol. Ah my Friend of Friends,” ſuch news, ſuch” tidings! | 

Sir Da. I have loſt my Wife, Man. 

Sir Jol. Loſt her ! ſhe's not dead 1 hope ? F 
Sir 
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Str D3. Yes. Alas, ſhe's dead, irrecoverably loſt, 

Sir Fol, Why, I parted with her within this half hour. 

Sir D4. Did you ſo, are you ſure it was ſhe ? where was it? Il have 
my Lord-Chiet-Juſtices Warrant and a Conſtable preſently. 

Sir Fol. And ſhe made the pureſt ſport now, with a Young Fellow, 
Man, that ſhe met withall accidentally. 

Sir D2. Oh Lord! that's worſe and worſe, a Young Fellow !—— 
my Wite making ſport with a young fellow ! oh Lord ! here are doings, 
here are vagaries ! i] run mad, Pl] climb Bow-ſeeple preſently, beſtride 
the Draggon, and preach Cuckoldom to the whole City. 

Sir Fol. The belt of all was too, that it happen'd to be an idle Cox- 
comb that pretended to be in love with her, Neighbour. 

Sir Da. Indeed, in love with her ! who was it? what's his Name ? 
I warrant you wort tell a Body, —Pll indite him in the Crown-Office; 
no Pl] iſſue Warrants to apprehend him for Treaſon upon the Statute of 
Edw. 19. won't you tel] me what young Fellow it was, was it a very 
handſome young fellow, hah-— | 

Sir Fd. Handſome! yes hang him, the fellows handſome enough ; he 
is not very handſome neither, but he has a devilliſh leering black-eye. 

Sir Da. Oh Lord ! | | | 

| Sir Fol. His face too is a good riding Face, *tis no ſoft effeminate 
complexion indeed, but his countenance is ruddy, ſanguine, and chear- 
ful, a devilliſh fellow in a Corner, Pll warrant him. 

Sir Da. Bleſs us! what will become of me, why the devil did I mar- 
ry a-young Wife ? Is he very well ſhap*d too, tall, ſtreight, and pro- 
portionable, hah ! | 

Sir Fol. Tall? No, he's not. very tall. neither, yet he is tall enough 
too, he's none of your overgrown tabberly Flanders Jades, but more of 
the true Engliſh breed, well knit, able-and fit for ſervice old Boy ; the 
Fellow is well ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ſtrong and active, I 
have ſeen the Rogue leap like a Buck. + | | 

Sir Da4.. Who can this be? Well,- and what think you, Friend, has h 
been there ? Come, come, Pm ſenlible ſhe's a-young Woman, and I am 
an old Fellow, troth a very old Fellow, Ifignifie little or nothing now, 
but do you think he has prevailed ? am I a Cuckold Neighbour. _ 

Sir Fol. Cuckold ! what, a Cuckold in Covent-Garden ? No, Þll aſſure 
you, I believe her to be the moſt vertuous Woman in the World ; but 
if you had but ſeen——— 

Sir Da. Ay, wou'd | lad, what was it ? 

Sir F-!. How like a Rogue ſhe usd-him : . Firſt of all comes me np 
the Spark to her, Madam, ſays he——and then he hows down, thus 
———- how now, ſays ſhe, what would the impertinent Fellow have ? 

Sir Da. Humph ? ha! well, and what then ? : 

Sir Jo. Madam, ſays he again (bowing as he did before)*my heart is 


fo entirely yours, that except. you take pitty of my ſufferings I mult * 


here dye-at your Feet. i $4 ; 
Sir Da. So, and what faid ſhe again, Neighbour ? hah ! 


E 2 Sir. 
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28 The Souldiers Fortune. 
- Sir Fol. Go, you are a Fop. | | 
Sir Da. Ha, ha, ha, did ſhe indeed? Did ſhe ſay* ſo indeed? I ani 
glad ont, troth I am very glad owt ; well, and what next ? And, how, 
and well, and what ? ha! ; 
Sir Fol. Madam, fays he, this wort do, I am your humble Servant, 
for all-this, you may pretend to be as ill-natur'd as you pleaſe, but I ſhall 
make bold. RT | 
Sir Da. Was there ever ſuch an impudent Fellow ?. 
S:7 Fol. With that, Sirrah, ſays ſhe, you are a ſawſic Jakanapes, and 
P11 have you kickt. | | 
Sir Da, Ha, ha, ha! Well, I wowd not be unmarried again to bean. 
Angel. | 
Sir Jol. But the beſt jeſt of all was who this ſhould be at laſt. 
Sir Da. Ay, who'indeed ! Þ{l warrant,you ſome ſilly Fellow or other. 
Poor Fool ! | on 2/350 | 
. Sir Fol. Een a ſcandalous Rake-hell, [that lingers up and down- the 
Town by the Name of Captain Beaugard, but . he has been a bloody 
Cuckold-making Scoundrel in his time. | | 
Sir Da. Hang him Sot, is it he ? 1 dowt value him thus, not a wet 
finger Man, to my knowledge ſhe hates him, ſhe ſcorns him Neighbour, 
I know it, I am very well ſatisfied in the point, beſides I have ſeen him 
| ſince that, and have ont-heQor'd him : Iam to tell her from his own mouth, 
that he promiſes never to affront her more. | 
Sir Fol. Indeed. 
Sir Da. Ay, Ay=——_ 


» 


Enter Lady Dunce, paying her Chairman. 


Chairman, God bleſs you, Madam, thank your honour. ; 
Sir Fol. Huſh, 'huſh, there's my Lady, Fl -be. gone, PII! not be ſeen, 
your humble ſervant, God bw?y. 


Sir Da. No faith,. Sir Folly, een go into my: honſe now, and ſtay 
' fupper with me, we 'han't ſup't together a great while. X 

Sir Jol. Hah ! ſay you fo, I don't care if Ido, faith withall my heart ; 

this may give me an opportunity to ſet all things right again. [Afoae. 

Sir Da, My Dear / | 

Lady D. Sir! | 

Sir Da. You have been abroad, my Dear, I ſee ! | 

Lady D. Only for a little Air, truly I wasalmoſt ſtifled within doors, 
I hope you will not beangry, Sir Pavid, will you ? 

Sir Da. Angry Child ! no Child, not I; what ſhouldT be angry for ? | 

Lady D: 1 wonder Sir David, you will ſerve me at this rate. Did 
you not promiſe me to go in my behalf to Beaugard, and corre&t him ac- 
cording to my inſtructions for his inſolence ? 

Sir Da. So I did, Child; Thave been with him, Sweet-heart, I have 
told him all to a tittle, I gave him back again the Picture too, but as the 
Devil would haveit, I forgot the Ring, faith I did, os 

| VAI ady 
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Lady D. Did you purpoſe, Sir Sodom, to render me ridiculous to the 
manl abominate, what ſcandalous interpretation think you muſt he make 
of my retaining any trifle of his ſent me on fo diſhonourable terms ? 

Sir D3. Really, my Lamed, thou art in the right ; yes I went back af- 
terwards, Dear heart, and did the buſineſs to ſome purpoſe, 

Lady D. I am glad that you did with all my heart, 

Sir Da. I-gave him his leſſon, Pl warrant him. 

Lady D. Leflon ! what leſſon had you to give him? 

Sir Da, Why, I told him as he lik'd that uſage he might come again, 
ha, ha, ha. | 

Lady D. Ay, and fo let him. 

Sir Da, With all my heart, PII give him free leave, or hang me, though 
thou. wow Mt not imagine how the poor Devil's alter*d. La you there 
now, but as certainly as I ſtand here, that man is troubled that he 
ſwears he ſhall not reſt day nor night till he has ſatisfied thee; prithce 
be ſatisfied with him if it is poſſible, my dear, prithee do, I promis'd 
him before I left him to tell thee as much, for the poor wretch looks fo 
ſimply, I cou'd not chuſe but pity him, Ivow and ſwear, ha, ha, ha. 

Fol. Now, now, you little Witch, now you Chitsface, odd I cou'd 
find in my heart to put my little Finger in your Bubbies. 

Lady D. Sir David, 1 mult tell-you, that I cannot but reſent your fo 
ſoon reconcilement with a man that I hate worſe than death, and that 
if you lov'd me with half that tenderneſs which you profeſs, yon wou'd 
not forget an affront ſo palpably, and ſo baſely offer'd me. 

Sir Da. Why Chicken, wheres the Remedy ? what's to be done ? 
how wouldſt thou have me deal with him ? 

Lady D. Cut his throat. 

Sir Da. Bleſs us for ever? cut his throat? what do murder ? 

Lady D. Murder, yes, any thing to ſuch an incorrigible Enemy of 
your honour, one that has reſolv'd to perſiſt in abuſing of you, ſee here 
this Letter, this I receiv'd ſince I laſt parted with you; juſt now it was 
thrown into my Chair by an impudent Lacquey of his, kept o' purpoſe 
for ſuch imployments. 

Sir Da. Let me ſee: a Letter indeed /—for the Lady Dunce 
damn'd Rogue, treacherous dog, what can he ſay 'in the inſide now ? 
here's a Villain. | 

Lady D. Yes you had beſt break it open, you had ſo, *tis like the relt 
of your diſcretion, | ite | 

Sir Da. Lady, if I have an Enemy, it is beſt for me to know what 
miſchief he intends me, therefore, with your leave, I will break it 
OPen. ; | 
Lady D. Do, do, to have him believe that I was pleagd enough with 
it to do it my felf, if you have the Spirit of a Gentleman in you, carry it 
back, and daſh it as t is in the face of that audacious Fellow. 

Sir Fol. What can be the meaning of this now 2? | 

Sir Da. A Gentleman, yes, Madam, Iam a Gentleman, and the world 
ſhall find that 1 am a Gentelman, ——1 have certainly the beſt Woman 1n 
the World, 2 9M P27 fe T9 Ly 
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Laty D. What dawyou think muſt be the end of all this ? I have no 
_ refuge in the world, -but your kindneſs, had I a jealous Hus band now, 
how miſzrable muſt my 4ife be! / 

Sir Fol.” Ah Rogues Noſe ! ah Devil ! ah Toad ! cunning thief, wheed- 
ling, Slut, Tl bite her by and by. x n 

Sir Dav. Poor Fool ! no Dear, -I am not jealous, nor never will be 
Jealous of thee: Do what thou wilt thou ſhalt not make me jealous, I 
love thee too well to ſuſpect thee. | 

Lady D. Ah but how long will you do ſo ? 

Si! Da. How long ! as long as I live I warrant thee, I—— don't talk 
to a body ſo : I cannot hold if thou doſt, my eyes will run over, poor 
Fool, poor Birdſnies! poor Lambkin ! x: 

Lady D. But will you be ſo kind to me to-anſwer my deſires, will you 
once more indeavour to make that Traytor ſenſible that I have too juſt 
. an eſteem of you, .not to value his Adreſles as they deſerve ? 

Sir Pa. Ay, Ay, I will. 
Lady D. But don't ſtay away too long Dear, make what haſte you can, 
. I ſhall be in pain ti! I ſee you again. 

'Sir D.z. My Dear, my Love, my Babby, I'll be with thee in a moment, 
how happy am I above the reſt of men! Neighbour, dear Neighbour, 
walk in with my Wife, and keep her.company, . till I return again. 
Child don't be troubled, prithee dowt be troubled, was there ever ſuch 
a Wife, well, da, da, da, don't be troubled, - prithee dowt be trou- 
bled, prithee'don't be troubled, - Da, da. | 

Lady D. Sir Folly, -Sir Folly, Sir Folly, 

Sir Fol, Dot be troubled, prithee dow't be troubled, da, da. 

Lady D. But Sir Jolly, can you gueſs whereabout my _wandring. Officer 
may be probably. found how 2 

Sir Fol. Found, Lady ? he is to be found, Madam, he. is to be at 
my houſe preſently Lady, he's certainly one of the fineſt Fellows in the 
World. | | 

Lady D: You ſpeak like a Friend, Sir Folly. 

Sir Fol, His Friend, Lady 3 no Madam, his Foe, his utter Enemv, I 
ſhall be his ruin, I ſhall undo- him. - | 

Lady D. You: may, if you pleaſe; then come both and play at Cards 
this Evening with me for an hour or two, for I have contriv'd it ſo, that 
Sir David isto be abroad at Supper. to-night, he cannot poſhbly avoid 
-It ; I long to win ſome of the Captain's Money ſtrangely. 

Sir. Fol. ' Do you: ſo, my Gameſter ? Well, Til beſure to. bring him, 
and for what he carries about him Pl warrant you=——odd he?s a pretty 
Fellow, a very pretty Fellow, he has only one fault, 

Lacy D. And what is that I beſeech you,. Str ? 

Sir Fol. Only too loving, too good natur?d, that's all, ?tis certainly 
the beſt naturd Fool breathing, that's all his,fault. | = 
Laiy D. Hiſt, hiſt, I think I ſee company coming, it you pleaſe, Sir 
Fally we1l go in. | 


, Enter 
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Enter Beavgard, follow'd by Sir Davy, Vermin. 


Sir Fol. Mam, mum, *tis he himſelf, the very ſame ; odds fo, Sir 


Davy after him too, huſh, huſh, huſh, let us be gone, let us retire, do - 


but look upon him now, mind him a little, there's a ſhape, there's an 
Air, there's a motion ! Ah Rogue, ah Devil, get you in, get you in; [ 
ſay there's a ſhape for you. [Exit 

Beau, What the Devil ſhall I do to recover this days loſs again, 
my honourable Pimp too, my Pander Knight has forſaken me, me- 
thinks I am quandarr'd like one going. with a party to diſcover the E- 
nemtes Camp 3 but had loſt his guide upon the mountains: Curſe on him 
old 4gus is here agen, there can be no good Fortune towards me when 
he's at my heels, 

Sir Da. Sir, Sir, Sir, one word with you, Sir.! Captain, Captain, 
noble Captain, one word, I beſeech you. 

Bau. With me Friend ? 

Sir Da. Yes with you, . my no Friend. - 

Beau. ' Sir David my-intimate, my Boſom Phyſitian =—— 

Sir Da; Ah Rogue ! damn'd Rogue ! SY 

Beau. My Confeſſor, my deareſt. Friend, I ever hal——-- 

Str Da. Dainty W headle, here's a Fellow for ye. 


Beau, One that has taught-me to be.in love with Vertue, - and fhewn 


me the ugly inſide of my Follies. 
Sir Da. Your humble Servant,” 
Beau. Is that all? if youare as cold' in your Love as you are in your 


Friendſhip, Sir Davy, your Lady has the worſt time on't. of any one 1 : 


Chriſtendom. -. 


-— 


Sir Da. So.ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe-cannot be free from the infolent fo- - 


licitations'of fuch Fellows as you are, Sir. -. © Ry 
Beau. As me, Sir 2 why who am 1, good Sir Dotnine Doddle-pate : 
Sir Da, So;take notice he threatens me,1'}l have him bound to the peace 
inſtantly, will you never have remorſe of Conſcience Friend ? have you 
baniſht all ſhame. from your Soul?; Do you confider my Name : 15 SIC 
Davy Dunce ?' that I have the moſt vertuous Wife living ?; Do you con- 


fider that? Now how. like a Rogne he looks again; whas a hang-dog - 


leer was that? - 


* . * o 


Beau, Your vertuous - Wife, Sir, you are always harping ppon that 


ſtring, Sir Davy. - | 


Sir Da. No, *tis you-wou'd be harping upon that ſtring, Sir,” ſee yoÞ + 
this ? caſt your eyes upon this, this Letter Sir, did not you promiſe this . - 
very day, to abandon all manner of proceedings of this Nature; tendng. . 


to the diſhonour of me and my Family 2 - 


Bean, [etter, Sir? what thedevil does he mean ridw ? Let meſfec, For.-: | 
the Lady Dunce, this is no ſcrawl of mine, PlI be Sworn by Jove, her 
own hand ! What a Dog was 1! forty to one but I had play*d the fool, : 
and ſpoiPd all again 3 was there ever ſo Charming a Creature breathing, - 
— id your Lady deliver this to your hands Sir? -. Sip. 


» 


x... "WP A. 


32 The Souldiers. Fortane. 

Sir Da, Evn her own ſelf in Perſon, Sir, and bad me tell you, Sir, 
that ſhe has too juſt an eſteem of me, Sir; out to value ſuch a Fellgy a; 
you are as you deſerve, | "i | 

Beau, Very good: (Reads the Letter) I doubt not but this Letter will 
{urprize you»———in troth, and ſo it does extreamly) but refle&t upon 
the manner of conveying it.to your hand. as kindly as you can... 

- Sir Da. Ay a damn'd Thief, : to have it thrown, into the, Chair by a 

Footman. DEI oh, : 

Beau. (Reads) Would Sir Davy were but: half ſo kind to yon as T am. 

Sir Da.. Say you ſo, you inlinuating Knave. ., [Sir Folly reads, 

\Beau... Byt he I am ſatisfd is ſo ſeverely - jealous, that except - you 
contrive ſome way to let me ſee you this evening :- I fear, all will be 
hopeleb. ape nt IE ond tore ones”; | 

Sir Da. Impudent Traytor, I might haye been'a Monſter. yet before 


I had got my Supper in my. Belly; | Rs 2 
Bea. .1n order to which either appear your ſelf, 'or. ſome body for 
you; _ an hour hence in the Piazza, when more may be conſidered 
of, adieu. Ee Re LS: os 
Sir Da. Thanks to;you, .noble Sir, _ with'all.my heart, you are. come 
I ſeeaccordingly, but as a Friend:I am bound . in Conſcience.to.te!l the 
buſineſs won'r do, the trick wowt paſs, Friend, you may. put: up.. your 
Pipes, and march off: Oh Lord! he lye with my. Wife, Pughbh, he 
. make Sir. Davy. Dunce a Cuckould,. poor. wretch, ha, ha, ha  — 
. Sir Fol. Hiſt, hiſt, hiſt, ol 1 TO 


| ,%.- Enter Lady, Dunce,. aud Fourbin diſgui9d. | -. ,; ... 


"Lady D. That's he, there he is! Tacceed, and be rewarded. | 
Four, Other people may think what they: pleaſe.; but in my own opi- 
nion, I am avery pretty Fellow now, if my deſign but ſucceed uypox 
rhis old Baboon, 11l.be canoniz'd, _- = OT W_ 
Si; Da., Friend ! with me? , Wou'd, you ſpeak with es Friend © 2 
Fourb,. Sir, 'my commands were 46 attend, your, Worſhip. . _ 
Sir Fol. Beaugard, Beaugard, hiſt, hiſt, here, here, quickly, hiſt. 
;Sir Da., Where do. you live Sweet-heart, and whio do yau belong to? 
_ - Fourb, Sir, Lama ſmall inſtrument of the. City, Litrve the Lord Mayor. 
ER We. - Eon EEE IO OCT 3 on 
-ir,De. How, the-Loxd Mayor? .:> inept tpn en 
Fourb, Yes, Sir, who delires you by all means to do him the Honour. - 
of, your company at {upper this evening. ; ; _... TE __ 


Sir Dg.. It wil! be the greateſt honour 1. ever receiv'd in my Life, 
what my. Lord Mayor invite. me, to ſypper ?. I am.. his'Lordſhip's moſt 
humble fervant. © fe aim oo bo . yy aorofits 504 02 

- Fourh.. Fea, Sir, i your. name: Þe fir Pavy Dynre, as Lhara the b0- 
nour'to he inform'd'it [is, - he deſires you moreover to niake what. haſte 
you can, for that he has ſome matters of importance to communicate to 
72ur honour, which may take up ſome time. _E j 
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Lady D. I hope it will ſucceed. _. | 

Sir Da. Communicate wich me. he does me too noble a Favour 3; FH 
fly upon the wings of Ambition to lay my ſelf at his Footſtool : My 
Lord Mayor ſends himfſe!f to invite me ro Supper, to- conferr with me 

. too : I ſhall certainly be a great Man. : 

Fourb, What Anſwer will your Worſhip chargene back withal? 

Sir Da. Let his Lordſhip know, that 1 am amazed and confounded at 
his. Generoſity 3 ard that 1 am ſo tranſported with the Honour he does 
me, that I will cot fail to wait on him in the roaſting of an Egg. 

Feurb., | am your \orkhip's lowly Slave. 

Sir Da. Vermin, g- get the Coach ready; get me the Gold Medal too 
and Chain, which 1 took from the Roman Carholick Officer for a Popiſk 
Relick : li be fine z I'll ſhine, and drink Wine that's divine z my Lord- 
Mayor invite me to Supper ! | 

Lady D. My Deareſt, 'm glad to fee thee return'd in ſafety, from the 
bottom of my heart : Haſt thou ſeen the Traitor ? 

Sir Da. Seen him ! Hang him, I have ſeen him ; '*Pox on him, ſeen 

tm! | 
Lady D. Well, and what is become of him? Where is he ? 
Sir Da. Why dolt thou ask me where he is ? What a-Pox care | what 


| becomes of him 3 prithee don't trouble me with thy impertinence, I am 


bulie, 5 | 

Lady D. You are not angry, my Dear, are you ? ; 

Sir Da. No, but | am pleas'd, and thar's all one z very much pleas'd 
let me tell you, but that I am only to ſup with my Lord Mayor, that's 
all; nothingelſe in the World, only the buſineſs of the Nation calls upon 
me, that's all ;- therefore once more, 1 ſay, don't be troubleſome, bur 
ſtand off. 

Lady D. You always think my Company troubleſome; you never ſtay 
at bome to comfort me 3 what think you | ſhall do alone by my ſelf all 
this Evening? Mopeing in my Chamber; *Pray', wy Joy ſlay with me 
for once. I hope he wont Crake me at my Word. X 

Sir Da. I ſay again and again, Tempter ftand off, | will not loſe my 
Preferment for my Pleaſure; Honcur is towards me, and Fleſh and 
Blood are my Averſion. 

Lady D, But how long will you ſtay then ? | 

Sir Da. 1 don't know, may be not ap hour, may be ll night, as his 
Lordſhip and I think fix; what's that to any body ? 

Lady D. You are very cruel tome. | 

Sir Da. I can't help it; go, ger you in, and paſs away the time with 


your Neighbour, I'll be back again before] die; Ia the mean time be 


humble and conformable, go. Is the Coach ready ?_. 
Verne Yes, Sir. | | : | 
Sir Da. Well, your Servant ; what nothing to my Lady Mayoreſs! 
You havea great deal of Breeding indeed, a.great deal 3 nothing to my 
Lady Mayoreſs ? - 6” Y 
Lady D. My Service to her, if you PR 5 
| ir 


IF; 
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Sir D. Well, Da,. Da, the poor fool-ries, o' my conſcience} Adien, 

do you hear,. farewell. 5: Sg "Exit, 
'Lady D, As well as what 1 lovecan make me. 


Emer Sir Folly. 


Sir Fot, Madam, is he gone 7 

Lady D. In Poſt- hafte, I aſſure: 

Sir Fol. In Troth, and joy go with hion. 

Lady D: Do you then, Sir folly, condu@ the Captain bither, whilft 
F go and diſpoſeof the Family, that we may. be private. [ Exit, 


Enter Sir Davy.._ 


Sir D. Troth, I had forgot my Medal and Chain, quite and clean 
forgot my Reliquez 1I was forc'd to: come up theſe back-ſtairs, for 
fear of meeting my Wife again 3 it is the troubleſom'ſt loving Fool; 1 
muſt into my Cloſet, and write a ſhort Letter too; 'tis Poſt-night, [ 
had forgot that :. Well, I wou'd not have my Wife catch. me for a 
Guinez.. | | | LExir, 


Enter- Beaugard: and Lady D: 


Beau, Are you'certain, Madam, no body is this way ?: I fancy as. we 
ener'd, | ſaw the glimpſe of fomething more than ordinary. - 
"Lady D. ls it your care of me? or your perſonal fears, that make you. 
fo ſuſpicions ?? Whereabouts was the Apparition ? EN 
- Beaw. There, there, juſt at the very door, 

Lady D: Fie for ſhame, that's Sir Davy's Cloſet ;. and! he, Im ſaris- 
fy'd"is far enough off by this time. I'm:ſure | heard the Coach drive 
him away. But to convince you, you ſhall ſee now : Sir Davy, Sir Davy, 
Sir Davy,. { knocking at the Cloſer- door. F Look you there 3 you a Captain,. 
and afraid of a-Shadow !: Come, Sir, ſhall we call for che Cards ? | 
Bean. And what ſhall we play for, pretty One? 

Lady D- E'en what you think. Beſt, Sir. | 

Beau. Silver Kiſles, or Golden Joys f Come, let: us make Stakes a 
little. % | 

Emer Sir Jolly. 


Sir Jol. Ah, Rogue, ah, Rogue ! are you there?: Have | caught you 
in Faith, now, how, now ! 
' Lady D: And who (hall keep them * __ 

Beau; You, *till Sir Davy returns from Supper. Sb 

Lady D. Phat may be long enough; for our Engine Foxrbin has Or- 
ders not to give- himover faddealy, I aſſore you. 3 

Beax. And is't to your ſelf then I'm oblig'd for this ble oppartuni- 
ty? Let us-improve-it'to-Loye's beſt advantage. oY _ 


Mm, 
i, 


ou 


| Sir Fol. Ab by b,b! Ahh, h, bh, hb! a 
Beau, Let's vow eternal, and raiſe our Thoughts to expectation of 
immortal Pleaſures : in one anothers eyes let's read our joys, till we've 
00 longer power o'er our deſires, drunk with this diſolviog, Oh /-—— 


Enter Sir Davy from bis Cloſes. 


Lady D, Ah! | [. Squeaks. 
Bean, By this Light, the Cuckold : Preffo z nay, then Halloo. 
| . [Gets up, and runs away. 
Sir Da. Oh Lord, a Man! a Man in my Wife's Chamber ! Murder, 
—_— Thieves, Thieves, ſhut up my Doors! Madam! Madam! 
adam } 


Enter Sir Jolly. 
Sir Fol. Ay, Ay, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Murder, where Neigh- 


 bour, where, where 7 


Lady D. Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart, \ Catches up Beaugard's 
hard to the Hilts, dye this in deepeſt Crimſon / ſword as be had lefe 
of my Blood ; ſpare not a miſerable Woman's Þ behind Bm in the hurry, 
Life, whom Heav'n defign'd to be the unhappy ) and preſents it to Sir Da 
Object of the moſt horrid uſage Man e'er ated.” vy. | 

Sir Da. What, in the Name of Satan, does ſhe mean now. 


Lady D. Curſe on my fatal Beauty ! blaſted ever be theſe two baneful | 
eyes that cou'd inſpire a barbarous Villain to attempt ſuch Crimes as all / 


my Blood's too little to atone for : Nay, you ſhall hear me-— 
Sir Ds, Hear you, Madam! No, I have ſeen too much, I thank you 
heartily z hear you, Quotha /=——— 
Lady D, Yes; and, before [ die too, I II be juſtify'd. 
_ Sir Fol. - Juſtify'd, oh Lord, juſtify'd! 
Lady D. Notice being given me of your return, 1 came with ſpeed 
to this unhappy Place, where have oft been bleſt with your Embraces, 
when from behind the Arras out ſtarts Beargerd ; how he came there 


'Heav'n knows. 


Sir Da. I'll have him hang'd for Burglary ; he has broken my Houle, 
and broke the Peace upon my: Wife : Very gocd ! 


| Lady D. Streight in his Arms he graſp'd me faſt; with much a-do 


I plung'd and got my freedom, ran to your Cloſet-door, knock*'d and 
implor'd your aid, call'd on your name; but all in vain 
Sir Da. Hah! | ; | 
Lady D. Soon again he ſeiz'd me, ſtopp'd my mouth ; and, with a 
Conqueror's Fury —— Es | 
Sir Da. Oh Lord ! oh Lord! no more, no more, I beſeech thee, 1 
ſhall grow mad, and very mad; I'll plough up Rocks and Adamantine 
Iron-bars ; IH crack the Frame of Nature, ſally out like Tamberlain 


upon the Trojan Horſe, and drive the Pignie all like Geeſe before ys 
F 2 
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Sir Da. Oh Lord, ſtop her mouth ! 'Well,and how ? and what then ! 
m—_ thy mouth / Well! Hah! 

dy D. -No, though unfortunate, 1 ſtill am innocent ; his curſed pur- 
poſe con*d-not be accompliſh'd 3 but who will live- ſo in jur'd? No, Pl 
die to be reveng'd on my ſelf: I ne'er can | 
hope that I may ſee his ſtreaming Gore; þ 6 Offers 10 run upon the Sward; 
and thus I let out my own 

. Sir De. Ha! what would'ſt thou do, my Love ; prithee don't break 
my heart ? If thou wilt kill, kill mez I know thou art innocent, | ſee 
thou arr 3 though I had rather be a Cuckold a thouſand times, than loſe 
thee, poor Love, poor Dearee, poor Baby. | 

Sir Fol. Alack-a-day {Weeps, 

Lady D. Ah me! 

Sir D. Ab, prithee be comforted now, prithee do; why, I'll tove 
- thee the better for this, for all this, Mun: Why ſhould'ſt be troubled 
for another's ill doings! I know it was no fault of thine. 

Sir Jol. No, no more it was not, I dare ſwear. . 

R Sir Da. Sec,ſee, my Neighbour weeps too; he is troubled to ſee thee 
tus. 

Lady D Ohy but Revenge ! 

Sir Da. Why, thou ſhalc have ——_— ; I'H have him murder'd; yl 
have = Throat cut before to morrow-morning, Child : Riſe now, pri- 
thee riſe. | 

Sir Fol. Ay, do, Madam, and finite upon Sir Davy. 

Lady D. But will youlove me then as well as cer you did ? 

Sir Da. Ay, and the longeſt day I live too. 

Lady D. And ſhall | have Juſtice done me on that prodigious Monſter ? 

Sir Da. Why, he ſhall be Crows-meat- by to-morrow-night ; | tell 
thee he ſhall be Crows meat by midnight, Chicken. 

Lady D.. Then1 wilHive ; ſince ſo, 'tis ſomething pleaſant : 

Whence I in Peace may lead a happy Life: 
Wirth ſuch a Husband: 

Sir Da;1 with ſack a Wife. . 


7. Q 6 0» 
SCENE, the Tavern. 
Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Drawer. 


Draw. V\ Elcome, Gentlemen, very” welcome, Sir; will you 
pleaſe to walk up one pair of ſtairs ? 
; Bray: Get the grout Reom ready preſently ; carry up too a good _ 


of 
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of Bottles before hand, with Ice to cool our Wine, and Water to re- 
freſh our Glaſſes. _ : : | 

. Drav. 16 ſhall be done, Sir ; Coming, coming there, coming-3 Speak 
up in the Dolphin, ſome body, 

Beau. Ah, Courtme, mult we be always idle ! Muſt-we never ſee our 
glorious days again ! When ſhall we be rowling in the Lands of Milk 
and Honey, encampt in large luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded 
Vines Cluſter about our Tents, drink the rich juice, juſt preſt from the 
plump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant Golden Fruic that grow in 
fertileClimes, and ripen'd by the earlieft vigour of the Sun? 

Court. Ab, Beaugard! Thoſe days have been, but now we muſt re- 
ſolve to content our ſelves at an-humble rate : Methinks it is not un- 
pleaſant to conſider how I have ſeen thee in a large Pavillionz drown- 
ing the heat of the day in Campagne, Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe 


Charming Beauties, whoſe dear remembrance every Glaſs Recorded, - 


with half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends, . Beaugard; faithful 


hearty Friends ; things as hard to meet with as Preferment here ; Fel- - 


lows that wou'd ſpeak truth boldly,-and were prond on't ; that ſcorn'd 


Flattery, lov'd Honeſty, for *wwas there Portion; and never yet learn'd- 


the Trade of Eaſe and Lying ; but now —— 

Bean.” Ay, now we are at home in our natural Hives, and ſleep like 
make work-for us all one day. 

Court, but in the mean while—— | ; 

Beau; In the mean while patience, Courtine ;, that is the Engliſh Man's 
Vertue : Go tothe Man that owes you Money, and tell him you are ne- 


ceſſitated, his anſwer ſhall be, a little patience, | beſeech you, Sir ; Ask - 


a Cowardly Raſcal ſatisfaftion for a fordid injury done-you ; he' ſhall 
cry, alas a day, Sir, you are the ſtrangeſt-Man living, you won'c have 


patience to hear one ſpeak : Complain to a Great Man that you want - 


Preferment, that you have forſaken conſiderable Advantages abroad, in 


obedience to publick Edicts ; all you ſhall get of him, is this, you muſt. 


have patiepce, Sir. ED 
Court, But will patience feed me,” or-cloath me, or keep me clean? * 
Beau. Prithee.no more hints of Poverty': *cis ſcandalous, *sDeath, I 


wou'd as ſoon chuſe to hear a Souldier 'brag, as:complain ; doſt thou 


want any Money ? : | 

- Court, Trye indeed, I want no neceſſaries to keep me alive; bur 1 
do not enjoy my ſelf with that freedom '1 wou'd do, there is no more 
pleaſure in living at Rior, than there is in living alone. I wou'd have 
it in my Power (when he needed me) to ſerve and afliſt my Friend, [ 


wou'd to my Ability deal bandiomly too, by the Woman that pleaſed - 


me. | 
*Bean, Oh, fy for ſhame ! You wou'd be a Whore-maſter, Friend, go, - 


£0, Fl have no more to do with you. 
Court, I wou'd not be forc'd neither at any time to avoid a Gentle- 
man that had obliged me, for want of Money to pay him a Debt -.5n- 


Drones 3- but there's a Gentleman on the-other ſide the Water, that may . 


traſted 


” « 
"vi. 
£0 
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trated 'in'our old - acquaiotance, it turns my Stomack to wheadle with 
. the Rogue | ſcorn, when he uſes. me Scurvily, becauſe he has my Name in 
..his Shop-Book. WP | 

Beau. As for Example, to endure' the familiaritics of - a Rogue, thax 

ſhall cock his: greafie Hat in my Face, -when he duns me, and at the 
ſame time vail it to an overgrown Deputy of the Ward, though a frow- 
.zy Fellmonger. | | | 

Court. To be forced to. concur with his Non-ſence too, andlaugh at 
£his Pariſh-Jeſts. | 

Beau. Toule reſpefts and ceremonies-to the Milch-Cow ' his Wife, 

and praiſe her pretty Children, though they ſtink of their Mother, 
= are uglier than the Iſſue of a Baboon z -yet ' all this-muſt be endyu- 
.red. : 
- Court. Muſt it, Beaugard. 

- Beau. And ſince'tis ſo, let s think of a Bottle. | 
- Court. with all my Heart, for railing and drinking do much better 
. -together than by themſelves; a private room, a truſty Friend or two, 
. good Wine and bold -Truths, are my happineſs ; but where's our dear 
Friend and Intimate, Sir Foly, this Evening ? 

Beau. To deal like a Friend, Comreine, | parted with him bur jaft 
--now, he's gone te. contrive me a meeting if poſlible, this Night, with 
.the Woman my Soul is moſt fond of : I was this Evening jnlt entering 
-uponthe Palace of all joy, when I met with ſo damnable a diſappoint- 
-ment— in ſhort, that Plague to all Well. meaning Women, the Huſ- 

band came unſeafonably, and forc'd a poor Lover to his Heels, that was 
fairly making his-progreſs another way, Courtine ; the Story thou ſhalt 
hear more at large hereafter. — HA: 

Court. A Plague on bim, why did'ſt thou not murther the preſump- 

tuous Cuckold ? Sawcy intruding Clown ! To dare to diſturb a Gentle- 
. man's: Privacies, 1 would have beaten him into ſenſe of his tranſgceſfion, 
i18joy'd his Wife before his-Face, and taught the Dog his Duty. 

«Beau. Look youyConrtine, you think you are dealing with the Land- 
lord of your Winter-Quarters in Alſati« now ? Friend, Frjend, there 
.isa difference between a free-born Ezgliſh Cuckold, and a ſneaking Wit- 
.Tal of a Conquer'd Provence. TER "RATS 

:Conrt. -Qh, by all means! There ought to be a difference obſervcd 
. between your Arbitrary Whoring, and your Limited Fornicatidn. 

Beau. And but reaſon; For though we may make bold with ano- - 
«ther Man's Wifein a Friendly way; yet nothing upon Compullion, dear 
Heart. x. 

Aur. And now, Sir Joly, Thope, is to be the Inſtrument of ſome 
Immortal Plot; ſome. Contrivance for the good of the Borly, and the 
.old fellow's Soul, Beangard; for all Cuckolds go to Heaven, that's 
.moſkt certain, _ TIN | CoM 

Baui Sir Jelly) Why, on my Conſcience, he thinks it as much his un- 
doubted Right to be Pimp-Maſter: Geveral to London and Middleſex, as 
the Eſtate he poſefles is: by my conſent. his Worſhip ſhould &'en have 3 
Patent for it. + Cours, 


A 


I 
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Court, He is certainly the fitteſt for the Employment in Chriſtendom + 
he knows more Families by their Names and Titles, than all the Bell.- 
men within and without the Walls. : 
Bean, Nay, he keeps a Catalogue. of the choiceſt. Beauties about 


Town, illuſtrated with a particuler accqunt of their Age, Shape, Pro- 
rtion, colour of Hair and Eyes, degrees of Complexion, Guo-pow-_ 


.. der Spots and Moles. 


Court. | wiſh the old Pander were hound to ſatisfie my experience 3... 
what marks of good Nature my Sylvia has about her. [Enter Sir Jolly. 

Sir Folly, My Captains ! My Sons of Mars, and Imps of Yerus! Well 
encounter'd 3 what ſhall we have a ſparkling Bottle or two, and uſe. 
Fortune like a Jade ? Beaugard, you are a Rogue, you -are a Dog, 1. 
hate you ; get you gone, go. | 

Beay. But Sir Foly, what News from. Paradice, Sir Folly ? 1s there any - 
hopes I ſhall come there to night ? | 

Sir Folly. May be there is, may be there is nat; I fay let us have- 
a Bottle, and 1 willfay oathing etſe without a Bottle : after.a Glaſs. or : 
two my Heart may open. 

Court. Why, theo we will have a Bottle, Sir 7oly: 
* Sir Folly, Will? We'll have dozens, and drink till we are Wiſe; and 
fpeak well of no body, 'till we are lewder than Mid-night Whores, : and . 
out-rail disbanded Officers. 

Beax. Only one thing more, my Noble Knight, and- then we are en-: 
tirely at thy diſpoſal. 

Sir Folly. Well, and what's that? What's the bulinefs ? - 

Beaw. This Friend of mine here, ftands in need of thy Afliſtance, . 
he's damnably in Love, Sir Folly. - 

Sir Folly. In Love; is he fo! In Love! 'Ods my Life! Is ſhe! What's - 
her Name? Where does ſhe live? I warrant you I k:ow her : ſhe's in 
my Table-Book I'll warranc you: Virgin, Wife,” or Widow ! 


Pulls out a Table-book. | 
Court. In troth? Sir Jolly, that's ſomething a difficulc queſtion ; bur - 
25 Virgins go now, ſhe may paſs for one of them. | 
- Sir Folly. Virgin, very good : let mz ſee; Virgin, Virgin, Virgin; + 
Oh, here are the Virgins truly, 1 meer with the feweſt of this ſort of 


' any ; Well, and zhe firſt Letrer of her Name now ! For a Wager | gueſs - 


her. | 
Court, Then you muſt know, Sir Jolly, that I love my Love with 


ans. 


Sir Jolly. S. S. S. O here are the Eſles ; let me confider now — Saphe. - 
Court, No, Sir. 

Sir Folly. Sclinda, 

Court. Neither. 

Sir Folly. Sophronia. 

Conrt, You muſt gueſs again, I aſſure you, 


Sis - 
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Sir Folly. Silvia. -, | LP. | 

Court. Ay, ay, Sir Folly, that's the fatal Name; Silvia, the Fair, the 
Witty, the lil-oatur'd ,*do you know her, my Friend ? . 

Sir 7oly. Know her! Why fhe is myJDaughter, and I have Adopted 
-her theſe ſeven years; Sylvia, let me look; Light Brown Hair, her 
Face Oval and Roman, .quick ſparkling Eyes, plump pregnant Ruby 
Lips, with a Mole on her Breaſt, and the perfect likeneſs of a Heart- 
Cherry on her left Knee; Ah Villain! Ah fly Cap ! Have I caught you? 
Are you there, i'faith? Well, and what ſays ſhe? Is ſhe coming? Do 
ber Eyes betray her? "Does her Heart beat, and her Bubbies riſe, when 
you talk to her, hah? ——— 7 | 
"Beau, Look you, Sir Folly, all things conſider'd, . it may makea ſhift 
-to come to a Marriage io time | DOE tt 

| Sir Folly. I'll have nothing to do in it; | | won't be ſeen in:the buſi. 
-nieſs of Matrimonyz make me a Match-maker? A filthy Marriage- 
Broker ; Sir I ſcorn, 1 know better things ; look you, Friend ; to earry 
her a Letter from'you or ſo, upon good Terms, though it be-in a Church 
Fi] deliver itz or when the buſineſs is come to an iſſue,” if | may 
bring you handſomely together, and ſo forth , I'll ſerve thee will all 
my Soul, and thank thee into the bargain z thank thee heartily, dear 
Rogue; I will you little Cock-Sparrow, faith and troth. | will ; but 
no Matrimony, Friend, . I'll have nothing to do with Matrimony ; 'tis 
a damn'd invention, worſe than a Monopoly, and a deſtroyer of Civil 
Correſpondence. | JE 


Emer Drawer. 


Draw. Gentlemen, your room is ready, your Wine and Ice upon the 
Table, will your Honours pleafe to walk in ? : . 

Sir Folly. Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine: a Pox on Matrimony, 
Matrimony in the Devil's Name. | 

Court. But if an honeſt Harlot or two. chance to enquire for us, 
-Friend. | 

Sir Folly. Right, Sirrah, if Whores come never ſo, many, give 'em 
Reverence, and Reception, but nothing elſe, let nothiog bat Whores 
.and Bottles come near us, as you tender your Ears. - | 

[ They go within the Scene, where 1s diſcover'd Table and Bottles, ] 


Beau. Why, there's, there's the Land of Caen now in little, hark ; 
you Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhunt the door, Sirrah, do you hear ? Shut it ſo 
cloſe that neither Cares nor-Neceſlities may peep inupon us. 


[Enter Sir Davy, Fourbin and -Bloody-Bones, Drawer. ] 


- Fourb. Bloody- Bones, be ſure to behave your ſelf handſomly, and 
ike your Profeflion,” ſhew your ſelf a Cut-Throat of Parts, and we'll 
Heece him. ESr4 Is 


c 


| Bloody- 
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Blood, My Lady ſays, we muſt be expeditious z Sir Joly has given 
notice to the Captain by this time, ſo that nothing is wanting but the 
management of this over-grown Gull to make us Hettors at large, and 
keep the Whore-Fortune under. : 

Draw. Welcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sir ; will't pleaſe you 
to walk into a Room? Or ſhalt I wait upon your Honeurs . pleaſure 

ere! 

Sir Da, Sweet- heart let us be quiet, and bring -us Wine hither - 
[ Sits down, 
From this moment, War, War; and mortal dudgeon againſt that Ene- 
my of my Honour, and Thief of my good Name, called Beaugard, You 
can cut a Throat upon occaſion, you ſaid, Friend ? 

Fourb. Sir, cutting of Throats is my Hereditary Vocation ; my Father 
was hang'd for cutting of Throats before me, and my Mother for cut- 


. ting of Purſes. | 


Sir Da, No wore to be ſaid; my Courage is mounted like a little 
French-mian upon a great Horſe, and Vl have him murder'd. 
Fourb, Murder'd you ſay, Sir? 


Sir Da. Ay, Murder'd I ſay, Sir ; his Face flay'd off, and nail'd to a 


Poſt in wy great Hall in the Country, amongſt all the other Trophies 
of wild Beaſts'ſlain by our Family ſince the Conqueſt ; There's never a 
Whore-Maſter's head there yer. HD, | 

Fourb. Sir, for that let me recommend this worthy Friend of mine to 
your Service z he's an induſtrigus Gentleman, and one that will deſerve 
your Favour. by 9 

Sir- Da. He looks but ſomething ruggedly though methinks. 

Fourb. But, Sir, his Parts will atone for his Perſon; Forms and Fa- 
ſhions are the leaſt of his ſtudy : He affeCQts a ſort of Philoſophical Neg- 
tigence indeed ; but, Sir, make trial of him, and you'll find him a Perſon 


ir Da. What Trade are-you, Friend ? + 
lood. No Trade at all, Friend ; | profeſs Murder : Raſcally Butchers 
make a Trade on't ; *tis a Gentleman's Divertiſement, 

Sir Da. Do yon profeſs Morder ? 

Blood. Yes, Sir, 'tis my Livelihocd : I keep a Wife and fix Children 
by it. 

"Sir Da. Then, Sir, here's to you with all my heartz wou'd I had 
done with thele Fellows. 

Fowrb, Well, Sir, if you have any Service for us, I deſire we may re- 
ceive your Gold and your InftruEtions ſo ſoon as is poſſible, 

Sir Da. Soft and bir, Sweet: heart, | love to ſeea little how I lay 
wy Money : Have you very good trading now a-days in your way, 
Friend | 

Blood. In peaceable times a Man may eat and drink comfortably upon't : 
A private Murder done handſomely is worth Money ; but now that 
the Nation's unſettled, there are ſo many general Undertakers, that 
'tis grown almoſt a Monopoly 3; you my have a Man murder'd _— 

| or 


" fir br the work of this World. ; 
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or little or nothing , ; and no body cer know who did it neither, 

' Sir Da. *Pray', what Country-man are you? Where were you born, . 
moſt Noble Sir? 

Blood. Indeed -my Country is Foreign, I was born in Argier ; my Mo- 
ther was an Apoſtate-Greek, my Father a Renegado Ergiiſh-man, who 
by oppreſling of Chriſtian Slaves grew rich; for which when he lay 
ſick, | murder'd him one day in his Bed ; made my eſcape to Maltha; 
where, imbracing rhe Faith, [ had the Honour given me to command 2 
Thouſard Horſe aboard the Galleys of that State, 

Sir Da. Oh Lord, Sir ! my humble Service to you again: 

Fourb. Ne tells you, Sir, but the naked Truth, 

Sir Fol, i doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt worthy Sir. Theſe are de- 
viliſh Fellows Pl! warrant 'em. [ Aſide. 

Foxrb. War, Friend, and ſhining Honour has been our Province, till 
ruſty Peace reduced us to this-baſe obſcurity z Ah, Bloody Bones! Ah, 
when thou and I commanded that Party at the Siege of Philipshourgh | 
* where in the Face of the Army we took the Impenetrable Half- 

Moon. 

Blood, Half-Moon, Sir ! by your Favour *twas a Whole Moou. 

Fourb. Brother thou art inthe right; *ewasa. Full Moon, and ſucha 
Moon, Sir ! — —-- 

Sir Da. I doubt it-not in the leaſt, Gentlemen ; but, in the mean 
while, to our buſineſs. 

Fourb, With all my heart, ſo ſoon as you pleaſe. 

Sir Da Do you know this, Beaugard ;, he's a devilifh Fellow 1 can tell 
you but that : He's a Captain. . 

Fourb, Has he a heart, think you, Sir ? 

' Sir Da: Oh, like a Lion ! he fears neither God, Man, nor Dev1l. 

Blood. ]'I! bring i it you for your Breakfaſt to-morrow : Did. you ne- 
ver eata Man's heart, Sir ? | 

© Sir Da. Eata Man' $ heart, Friend ! 

Fourb. Ay, ay, a Man's heart, Sir; it makes abſolutely the beſt Rag- 
gouſt i n the World ; I have eaten forty of them in my time without 


Bread. 
Sir Pa. Oh Lord! a Man's heart? my humble Service to you both, 


Gentlemen.” 

Blood, Why, your A gerine Pirates eat nothing elſe at Sea, they have 
them always potted up like Veniſonz - your well grown Dutchman's * 
hearr —_" an excellent Diſh with Oil and Pepper. 

Sir Da. Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord ! Friend, Friend, a word with yn 
How.much —_ you and your Companion have to do this buſi neſs? 

Funb. What, and bring you the heart home to your houſe? 

Sir Da, No, no, keeping the heart for yy own cating, PII be rid 
of *em as ſoon as poſlible I can. . 

Fourb. You ſay, Sir, he's a Gentleman? 

Sir Da. Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are about this Town: The 
Fellow has pretty handſome Outſide ; but [ believe little, or no Money, 
in his Pockets. R: Fourb, 
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Fourb, Therefore we are like to have the honour to receive the more 
from your Worſhip's bounty. I 

Blood, For my part | care for no Man's bounty: I expeCt to have my 
bargain perform'd, and I'll make as good a one as[1 can. : 

Sir Da, Look you, Friend, don't you be angry, Friend, don't be 
angry, Friend, before you have occaſion : You ſay you'll have -——— 
let's ſee how much will you have now —— 1 warrant the Devil and all 
by your goad Will. 

Fourb. Truly, Sir David, if as you ſay, the Man muſt be well mur- 
dered without any remorſe for mercy, betwixt Turk and Jew, it is ho- 
neſtly worth Two hundred pounds. | 

Sir Da. Two hundred pounds! Why, I'll] bave a Phyſician ſball kill 
a whole Family for half the money. 

Blood. Damme, Sir, huw do ye mean ? 

Sir Da. Damme, Sir, how do | mean? Damme, Sir, not to part with 
my money. | 

Blood, Not part, Brother / 0 

Fourb, Brother the Wight is improvable, and' this muft be born 
withal. | 

Blood. Have I for this diſſolv'd Circean Charms? broke Iron durance, 
whilſt from theſe firm legs the well.fill'd uſeleſs Fetters dropp'd away, 
and left me Maſter of my native Freedom ? Rog: 

Sir Da. What does he mean now ? E | 

Fourb, Truly, Sir, I am ſorry to ſee it, with all my heart ; 'tis a di- 
ſtraCtion that frequently ſeizes him, though I am ſorry it ſhould happen 
ſo unluckily at this time. : 

Sir Da. Diſtrafted, ſay you! is he ſo apt to be diſtraClted ? 

Fourb. Oh, Sir, raging mad : We that live by Murder are all ſo ; 
Guilt will never let us ſleep. I beſeech you, Sir, ſtand clear of him, 
he's apt to be very miſchievous at theſe unfortunate hours. 

Blood. Have I been drunk with tender Infants Blood, and ripp'd up 
teeming Wombs ?: Have theſe bold hands ranſack'd the Temples of the 
Gods, and ſtabb'd the Prieſts before their Altars ? Have I done this? 
hah! | F 
- Sir Da. No, Sir, not that I know, Sir,.I would not ſay any ſuch thing 
for all the World, Sir : Worthy Gentleman, 1 beſeech you, Sir, you 
ſeem to be a civil Perſon, 1 beſeech you, Sir, to mitigate his Pzſlion, 
I'lldo any thing in the World z you ſhail command my whole Eſtate. 

Fourb. Nay, after all, Sir, if you have not a mind to have him quite 
murder'd, if a ſwinging drubbing to bed-rid him, or fo, will ſerve your 
turn, you may have'it at a cheaper rate a great deal. | 

Sir. Da. Truly, Sir, with all my heart ; for methinks now I conſider 
matters better, I wow'd not by any means be guilty of another Man's 
Blood. | 

Foxrb. Why, then let me conſider, — to have him beaten ſubſtan- 
ſtially, .a beating that will ſtick by him, will coſt you half the 


money. ; | p 
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Sir Dav. What, One handred pounds / Sure the Devil's in you, or: 
you would not beffſo-uncouſcionable. Ge | 

Blood. The Devil! where ? where is the Devil ? Shew me; 1'] tell 
thee, Bee/zeb«b, rhou haſt broke thy Covenant, didft thou not promiſe me 
eternal Plenty, when | reſign'd my Soul to thy allurements ? 

Sir Da. Ah, Lord! 5 

Blood, Touch me not yet ; I've yet ten thonſand Murders to aCt be- 
fore I'm thine : With all thoſe fins Pl] come with full danaaticn to thy 
Caverns of endleſs Pain, and howl with thee forever. 

Sir Da. Bleſs us ! what will become of this mortal. Body of mine ? 
Where am 1? isthis a Houſe? dol live? am I Fleſh ard'Blood.? 

Blood. There, there's the Fiend- again / don't chatter fo, and grin at 
me 3 if thon muſt needs have prey, take here, take him, this Fempter_ 
that would bribe me with ſtining Gold, to ſtain my hands with new 
iniquity. Es : ; 

& Da. Stand off, I charge thee, Satan, whoſoe'er thou art, thou: 
haſt no right nox claim to me, Fll have thee bound in Necromantick 
—_—  Heark you, Friend, has the Gentleman given his Soul to the 
Devi tha 

Foxrb. Only pawn'd it alittle 3 that's all. \ 

Sir Dz.. Let me beſeech you, Sir, to diſpatch,. and get rid of him as. 
foon as you can. I would gladly drink a Bottle with yau, Sir, but I. 
hate the-Devil's Company mortally : As for the bundred ponnd, here, . 
here, it is ready 3 no more words, I'll ſubmit to your good Nature and 
Dilcretion. | | 

_ Fourb, Then, Wretch, tke this,and make thy Peace with the infernal 
King ; he loves Riches, facrifice and be at reſt. * 

Blyd. ' Tis done, I'll follow thee, lead on ; nay, if thou ſmile, 1 more 
defie thee; Fee, Fa, Fum. Exit. 

Fourb, *Tis very odd this. 

Sir Da. Very odd, indeed; I'm glad he's gone though. 

Fourb. Now, Sir, if you'pleaſe, we'll refreſh our ſelves with a chear- 
ful Glzſs, and ſo Chagque un. chez, Ini—— .E would fain make the Gull 
drunk a little to put a lutle Mettle into him. I 

Sir Da. With all my heart, Sir.z but no more words of the Devil, if 
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you love me... 
- Fourb, The Devil's an Afs, Sir, and here's a Health to all thoſe that. 
defie the Devil. | 

Sir Daz, With all my heart, and alt-his Works too-- 

Fozrb, Nay, Sir, you muſt do me right, [ aſſure pon. 

Sir Da. Not fo full, not fo full, that's. too. much of” all Conſci- 
erce: lntroth, Friend, theſe are fad times, very fad times 3 - but here's- 
to you.- wy 

Ferro. *Pox © the Times, the Times are well enough, ſo long as a Man. 
has money in his Pocket. 

Sir Da,** Tis true, here F have been- bargaining: with you-about a 
Murcer, but.never conſider thar Idolatry is .coming-in full ſpeed vpon 
Exe Nation... Pray what Religiog are you of, Friend ? - Faxrbc: 


p—— =. 
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Fourb, What Religion am Iof, Sir ? Sir, your hamble Servant.” 

Sir Da, Truly a good Canſcience is a- great hzppineſs; and ſo I'll 
pledge you, hemph, hemph 3 - bur ſhan'r the Dog be murdered this 
night * : 

; oe? My Brother Rogue 1s gone by this time to {=tt him, and the 
buſineſs ſhall be done effeCtually, FI] warrant you. Here's ret his'ſoul, 

Sir Da, With all my heart, Faith, I bate tobe uccharitable, 


Enter Conrtine, aud. Drarer. 


Cour. Look you, tis a very impudent thing not to be drunk by this - 


time; ſhall Rogues ſtay in Taverns rolip Pints, and be ſober, when ho- 
neſt Gentlemen are drunk by Gallons? Ii] have none on't. | 

Sir. Da. O Lord, who's there ? [. Sits up in his Chair, 

Draw. | beſcech your Honour, . our Houſe. will be utterly ruin'd by 
this means. i 

Gour.. Damn your Houſe, your Wife, and Children, and all your 
Family, you Dog !. , | 

Bean. Sir, who are you. [To Sir Davic. 

Sir Da. Who am I, Sir?. what's that to you Sir ? 'Will you tickle my 
Foot, you Rogue ? | 

Cour, VI] tickle your Guts, 'you Paultroon, preſently. 

Sir Da, Tickle my Guts, you Mad: cap! 'I'll tickle your Toby if you 
do. By 

Corr, What, with: that circymcis'd Band ? That grave hypocritical 
Beard, of the Reformation-Cut ? Old Fellow, | believe yoga are a 
Rogue. | | 

Sr Da. Sirrah .you are a Whore, an errant Bitch-Wkore, Pl] uſe 
you like a Whore, Il] kiſs you, you Jade, PH raviſh you, you Buttock, 
I am a Juſtice of the Pezce, Sircah, and that's worſe. 

Court, Damn you, Sir, | care not if you were a Conſtable and all his 
Wetch ; what, ſuch a-Rogye as you ſend honeſt Fellows to Priſon, and 
countenance Whores in your JuriſdiCtion for Bribery, you Mongrel, 
11] beat you, Sirrah, Il brain yoo, YH murder you, you Moon Calf. 

, © 6, { Throws the Chairs after him, 

Sir Da. Sir, Sir, Sir, Conftable, Watch, ſtokes, ſtokes, ſtokes, 
Murder ———- | 

Cour. Auzza, Beangard ) | {Enter Beaugard, Sir Jolly. 

Fourb, Well, Sir, the bulſinefs 1s done, we have bargain'd to murder 

ON, A 
c Bean, Murder'd ! 'who's to be murder'd,. ha; Fourbin ? - 

Sir Fol, You are to be murder'd, Friend, you ſhell be murder'd, . 
Friend. | | El 

Beau, But how am Ito be murder'd* Who's to murder me, I be- 
ſech you ? | | 

Four. Your humble Servant, Fonrbin; | am the Man, with your Wor- 
ſhip's leave. _ Sir David has given me this Gold to'Ee-it. handſomely. 

| g Bean, - 
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[ Exit, © 
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Bean. Sir David! uncharitable: Cur, what murder an ho | 
for being civil to his Family : What can this mean, 7 re nay) "Ou 

Sir Fol. No, 'tis not for being'civil to his Family, that it means 
Gentlemen, therefore areyou to be murder'd to Night, and buried a-bed 
with my Lady, you Fack-Srraw you, | 

Beau, | underſtand you, Friends, the old Gentleman has deſign'd to 
bave me butcher'd, and you have kindly contriy'sd it to turn it tomy ad- 
vantage in the Afﬀair of Love, 1 am to be. murder'd but as it were, Gen- 
tlemen, hah ! | 

Fourb. Your Honour hasa piercing Judgment : Sir, Captain Courtive's 
gone. , | 
Beau. No matter, let him go, he has a deſign to put in praCtice this 
Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil ours; but when, Sir Joly, is 
this buſineſs to be brought abont ? 6 V5 

Sir Fol.- Preſently, 'tis more than time "twere done already ; go, get 
you gone, I ſay ; hold, hold, let's ſee your left Ear firſt, hum 
ha. you are a'Rogue, y'are a Rogue, get you gone, gat you gone, 
go oa [Exam 


SCENE changes t0 Corent-Garden Piazza. 
Emter Sylvia and Maid in the Balcony. 


Maid. But why, Madam, will you uſe him ſo inhumanely? I'm confi- 
dent he loves you. FEY 

Sylv. Oh! a true-Lover is to be found out like a true Saint by the 
Trial of his patience - have'you the Cords ready ? 
. Maid. Here they are, Madam. | | 

Sylv. Let *em down, and be ſure when it comes to Trial ; to pull 
luſtily ; is #3 the Footman ready ? : 

Wi. At your Ladyſhip's command, Madam. | 

Sylv. I wonder he ſhould ſtay ſo long, the Clock has ſtruck twelve. 


mY * Enter Courtine. 
Court, ſmes. And was (he not frank and free, 
| | - And was ſhe not kind to me, 
' To lock up her Cat in her Cupboard, 
And give her Key to me, to me : 
To lock up her Cat in her Cupboard, 
And give her Key to me. 


Sylv. This muſt be he: Ay, ?tis he, and, as I am a Virgin, roaring 
drnpk; but if 1 find not a way to make him fober— : 
Court. Here, here's the Window: Ay, that's Hell-door, and my 
damnation's in the inſide : Sylvia, Sylvis, Sylvia: Dear. Imp of Sata 
appear to thy Servant. | 


_ Sylv, 
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to hor longing Eyes? 
our, * Tis poor wretch can hardly ſtand upright, drunk with thy 
Loves, and if he falls he lies, ; 
Syl. Courtine, is it you ? 
Court. Yes, Sweet- Heart, 'tis |; art thou ready for me? 
Syl. Faſten your ſelf to that Cord there ; there, it is. 
4 Court, Cord ! Where? Oh, oh, here, here, ſo now to Heav'n in a 
ring. 
Syl. Have you done? | | 
. Court. Yes, | have done Child, and wou'd fain be doing too, Hullie- 
Syt. Then pull away, hoa up, hoa up, hoa up, ſo, avaſt there, Sir. 
Court. Madam, | 
Syl. Are you very much in Love, Sir ? 
Conrt, Oh damnably Child, damnably. 
Syl. I'm ſorry for't with all my Heart, good night Captain. 


Court. Ha, gone! What left in Eraſmus's Paradiſe between Heav'n | 
and Hell? If the Conſtable ſhould take me now for a ſtragling Monkey. 


hung by the Loins, and hunt me with his cry of Watch-men! Ah! Wo- 
man, Woman, Woman ; well, a merry life, and a fhort, thar's all. 


Sings. God proſper long our Noble K ing, | 
Our Lives and Safeties all. 
| | - 

lam mighty Loyal to night. | 
Enter Fourbin and Blaody-bones, as from Sir David's Houſe. 


Fourb, Murder, Murder, Murder ! Help, - help, Murder ! 


Court. Nay if there be Murder ſtirring, 'tis high time to ſhift for my : 


ſelf. - [Climbs up to the Balcony. 
Syl. (Squeaking) A h, b, h,h ! | | 
Blood. Yonder, yonder he comes, Murder, Marder, Murder ! 
{ Ex. Blood. and Fourbin. 


Enter Sir David. 


Sir Da. *Tis very late; but Murder is a Melancholy buſinefs, and. 
Night is fit for't, Pll go home. [ Knocks, 


Verm, Who's there ? 
Sir. Da. Who's there? Open the door you Whelp of Babylon. 


 FVerm, Oh Sir! Y'are welcome home ; but here is the ſaddeſt news !. 
Here has been Murder committed, Sir. 
Sis Da. Hold your Tongue you Fool, and go to ſleep, get you in, do - 


you hear, youtalk of Murder you Rogue ? You meddle with State-. 


The 


Afﬀairs? Ger you in. 
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bot Who calls on Sylvi« in this dead of night,” when reſt is wanting 
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.. The Scene opens the middle of the Houſe, and diſcovers Sir Joll y and the Lady 
| ; putting Beaugard- in order as if he were dead, 


Sir 7o!. Lye ſtill,lye ſtill you Knave, cloſe, cloſe when I bid you,you 
: had beſt queſt, and ſpoil the ſport, you had ! | 
Beau, . But *pray?* how long muſt I lye thus ? 
Lady D. VI warrant yow'll think the time mighty tedious, 
| Deas. Sweet Creature, who can counterfeit Death when you are neat 
; him ? | | 
Sir Fol. You ſhall, Sirrah, if a body deſires you a little, fo you ſhall, 
we ſhall ſpoil all elſe, all will be ſpoil'd elſe, Man if you do not; Stretch 
out longer, longer yet, as long as ever you can, fo, ſo, bold your breath, 
; hold your breath. very well. LEmter Maid. 
Maid. Madam, here comes Sir David. EE 
Sir Fol. Odds ſo, now cloſe again as I told you, cloſe you Devil, 
now ſtir if you dare; ſtir but any part about you if you dare now 3 odd 
I'll hit you ſuch a rap if you do, lye ſtil}, lye you ſtill. - 
Enter ' Sir David. 
Sir Da. My Dear, how doſt thou do, my Dear ? I am come. 
Lady D. Ah, Sir! what is't y ave done? Yeave ruin'd me, your Fa- 
— your Fortune, all is ruind, where ſhall we go, or whether (þgll 
we fly? = LT | 

Sir Da. Where ſhall wy go, why, we'll go to Bed, you little Jacka- 
dandy, why, you are not a Wench, you Rogne, yau are a Boy, a very 
Boy, and 1 love you the better for't, Sirrah, hel ! 

Lady D. Ah, Sir, ſee there. | | 

Sir Da. Bleſs us a Man ! and bloody ! what, upon my Hall-Table ! 

Lady D. Two Ruffians brought him in jaſt now, pronquncing the in- 
humane Deed was dene by your command : - Sir Jolly came jo the di- 
ſtrafting minute, or ſure | had dy'd with my diſtraCting Fears, how could 
you think on a revenge ſo horrid ? 

Sir Da. As I hope to be ſav'd, Neighhayr, I only bargain'd with *em 
to baſtinado him in a way,or fo, as one Friend might doto another ; but 
© do you ſay that he is dead ? 

Sir Fol. Dead, dead as Clay ; ftark-ſt;if ang nſeleſs all, nothing a- 
bout him ſtirring, but all's cold and ſtill; 1 knew himaluſty fellow once, 
- very mettled Fellow, *tis a thouſand piries. 

Sir Ds. What ſhall I do? Vil throw my felf upon him, kiis his wide 
wounds, and weep till blind as Buzzard. 

Lady DP. Oh, come not near him, there's ſuch horrid Aptipathy fol- 
lows all Marders, his wounds would ſtream afreſk ſhould you bur touch 
him. * . | Es 

Sir Da. Dear Neighbour, deareſt Neighbour. Friend, Sir Fely, as 
you love Charity, pity my wretched Caſe, and give me QCounſle), 1'il 
give my Wife andall my Eſtate to have him live again, or {hall 1 bury 
him in the Arbour at the upper end of the Garden. | » 
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thy knees to Eng aire, all t have and, eaſe me of my 1-7; EP 
**Sif"Fob. TRE / the beſt thing thar I can think of, is putting of. bim 
to Bed, P: prriog ple in ip ito 2 warm Bed, and try to fereh kim £0 life again, 
a warm thin Fre's the World, - hy Lady may. go much. too, 
ſhe” he 2g00d, Woman, and I've” been rolge” vndertacs 3 Zrega wpynd 


= Da. My dear, my gear”? my dear! ok 
y D,” Bear meaway, Oh lend me hence afar of, where my unhap- 
FE maid may be a ſtranger ; and (his fad. Accident 1 na more. remember 'd 
CF pour, A "1 | 
Sir Ds, 'Ah, but my Love! My Joy ! ! Are third) no'bowels in thee. > 

ELidy D. What would you have me do? 

Sir Da. Pritheedo ſo much as try thy skjll, there may be one drachm 
of life left in him yet, take him up to thy Chamber, put him into thy 
own Bed, 'and try what thou canſt do with him 3 prithee do, if thou 
can'ſt but find motion in bim, all may be well yet, I'll go up to my Ulo- 
ſet in the Garret, and ſay, my Prayers inthe mean while. 

Lady D. Wil ye then leave this ruine on my. Hands ? 

Sir Da, Pray, Pray, my Dear; I beſeech you Neighbour, help to 
perſuade her if it be poſlible. 

Sir Fol. Faith, Madam, do, try what you can do, | have a great fanſy 
you may do him good : who can tell bur you may have the gift of a 
king z .pray Madam, be perſuaded. . - , 

Lady D. Fil do whate'er's your pleaſure. þ 

Sir. De. That's my beſt Dear; Il]. go to my Cloſet and Pray for 
thee heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this ſhould happen ad - | Ext; 

Bean. So, is he gone, Madam, my- Angel! : . 

Sir Jol. What no thanks, no reward for old Joly now?.,Come hither | 
Hnſſie, you little Canary-Bird; you little Hop-o'my-thumb,.come hither: 
mahe me a Curt'ſie, and give me a kiſs now, hah! give mea kiſs 1 ſay, 
odd I will havea kiſs, ſol will, | will have a kiſs if I ſeron't ; ſhoogh, 
ſhoogh, get you into a corner when | bid you, TOE ſhco 3h, ſhoogh, 
what'there already ? | 


| . | She goes to Beaugerd, 
Well, I ha*done, this 'tis to be an; old Fellow now. 
Beau, And will you fave the life of him y'ave wounded ? 
Lady D. Dare you truſt your ſelf to my kill for a Cure ? 
[Sir Davy appears at a Window above, 
Sir Fol. Hiſt! Hiſt? Cloſe, cloſe, | ſay again, mes $ - Sir Davy, 
oddsfo! ? 
Sir Da. 'My Dear, my Dear ! 'my Dear ! a 
Lady D. Whe's thar calls ? my Love, is't you ? 
Sir Da. Ab, ſome comfort, or my Heare Ss broke! [s there any hopes 
yet? 


r, Neighbour, whatis ic? You Le Lam; apap 
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yet? I're try'd to ſay my:'Prayers, and cannot; If he be quite dead; 1 
{hall never Pray again; Neigtbour,. 16 hopes? OI 

Sir Jol. Traly, little or none, ſorne ſaall Pulfe I think there isleft, 
very litele, there's nothing to be done if you don't Pray, get- you to 
Prayers whatever you do, get you gone z: nay, dotvt ſtay now, ſhut the- 
Window [tell you, NE os £6 dag 
_ Sir Ds; Wed), this isa great trouble to..ine 3 bu good night. 

Sir. Fol. Good night to.yon, dear Neighbour. 
Get ye up,.get yeup, and.be:gone into the ' [79 Beaugard wid Ledy D; 
next Room, preſently, make haſte : but don's ſteal away till I come to- 
you, be ſure:you remember, don't ye ſtir till I come z-.piſh, none of this - 
bowing and fooling, it but loſes time, I'l)-.only bolt the door thar- be- 
longs to Sir Davy's Lodgings, that he may be ſafe, and be with you in- 
a twinkle :; Ah, h, h, h! So, now for the Door, very. well, Friend, you - 


are faſt. | [ Boles the:Door, 
Si $ Bonney. Laſs gan thoo wert mine, 
hag | 5 Trofanibqninds about thee,” Ke: 


And twenty 
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Courtine bound on @ Conchin Sylvia's Chambtx; 


Conre.T T Eigho ! Heigho ! Ha! Where am-l? Was [ druak,or no; laſt: 
; , night? Something {leaning that way. . But where ttie D-vil 
aml? Sincerely-in a Bawdy-houſe : -Fogh ! What a-ſmell of fin, is here ! 
Let melook abour, if there be ever a Genevz Bible ora Prattice of Picty 
in theRoom., .I am ſure I have gueſs'd right What's tie matter now ! ' 
Ty'dfaſt! bound too! What tricks have | play'd to come into this con- 
dition! 1 have lighted-. into--the Territories: of ſome merrily diſpos'd 
Chamber- Maid or other ; and ſhe in a:witty fit, forſooth, hath truſs.d me 
up thus: has ſhe pinn'd no Rags to my Tail, or chalkt me upon the back . 
trow ? Would | had her Miſtreſs here at a venture. Ek 
Syl. . What would you do with her, my Enchanted Knight, if you had - 
her ?. Youiare too ſober for her by this time, next time you get drunk, . 
you may perhaps venture to ſcale her Balcony like a valiant Captain as 
you are.. | | 
Coure: Haſt thou done this, my dear Deſtruction ?:And amT is thy 
Limbo? Lmuſt confeſs, whenI am in my Beer, my. Courage does run 
away-with me now and then: but let me looſe; and thou ſhalt ſee what 
a gentle hnmble Animal thou haſt made me. Fie upor*t, . what .tie me up 
like an ungovernable Tur to the Frame'of a Table! ler, let: thy poor Dog 
looſe, that he may fawn and make much of thee a little. | 
__$yl. "What, with'thoſe Paws 'which you” have been ferreting wo 
elds 


oy » coy Ruw C.7T 


F% 1 . X 
' . The Soldiers Fortune. o1 
fields withal, and are very dirty ill ; aftec you have been dageling your 
{elf abroad for prey, and can meet with none,. you 'come ſneaking. bi- 
ther for a Cruſt, do you?  _ 
Maid. Shall I fetch the Whip; and the, Bell, Madam, nd flaſh him 
for his Roguery ſoundly ? 

Court, Indeed, indeed ! Do you long to be ferking of Man's Fleſh, Ma- 
dam Flea-trap ? Does the Chaplain of the Family uſe you to the Exer- 
ciſe, that you are ſo ready for it ? 

Sytv, 1f you ſhould be let looſe, and taken into favour now., you 
would be for rambling again ſo ſoon as you had got your liberty. 

Conrt, Do but tty me, and if ever I prove recreant more, let me be 
beaten and us'd like a Dog in good earneſt. 

Sylv. Promiſe to grant me but one requeſt, and it ſhall be done. 

Court, Hear me but ſwear. ; 

Sylv. That any body may do ten thouſand times a-day. 

Court. Upoa the word of a Gentleman, nay, as 1 hope to get Money 
in my Pocket. | | | 
; Sylv. There I believe him, LZelje; you'l keep your Word .you 
ay ! 

0 If Idon'e, hang me up in that Wenches old Garter. 

Sylv. See, Sir, you have your freedom. 

Court, Well, now name the price z what muſt I pay for't 7 - 

Sylv, You know, Sir, conſidering our {mall acquaintance, you have 
been pleaſed fo taik to me very freely of Love-matters. 

"Court, I mult confeſs I have been ſomething to blame that way, but 


if ever thou heareſt more.of it from my Mouth after this nights adven- 


ture, would I were well out of the Houſe. 
Sylv. Have 2 care of ſwearing, I beſeech yau, for you muſt under- 
ſtand, that ſpight of my Teeth, I am at laſt fallen in Love moſt unmer- 


cifully. 


Coxrt, And doſt thon imagineIam ſo hard-hearted a Villain as to have 
no compaſlion of thee : | 
Syl. No, No, for ! hope he's a Man you can have no exceptions 
againſt. | | | 5 
yo Yes, yes, the Man is a.Man, Vil aſſure you, that's one com- 
fort. | 
Syl. Who do yon think it may be now, try if you can guels him? 
Court, Whoever he is, .hie's an honeſt fellow I'll warrant. him, and 1 
believe will not think himſelf very unhappy neithep. | Wome 
Syl. If a Fortune of 5900 Pounds, pleaſant, Nights, and quiet Days 
can make him happy, 1 aſſure you he may be ſo ;-bur try. once to guels 
at him. . | | 
Court. But if Iſhould be miſtaken. . 
Syl. Why, who is it you; would with me to? 
Court. You have 5coo Pound you fay.:, ..; | 
Syl. Yes. Mo tout anne ot tet : 
Conrt. Faith Child, to deal LT I know. well enough who wy 
þ* H 2 | WI 


METRE 


with for bh Seet-heart, before 1 telf You =p lnclinations, it were but 
reaſonabletha? 1 knew yours.” 

Sy, Well, Sir, . becauſe |, am, confident yau* ' will ſtand my Friendin 
the'buſi veſs. Pltmake 2 diſcovery, hd'to hold you in ſuſpence no lon- 
ger, you mult know Jhaye a months-mind for an Arm-full of your dear- 
ly b:toveg Friend 4nd \Brother Captain, what "ſay you to't ? 

Cour. Mzdarm, your, humble Servant, good, buy, that's all. 

* Syl, What thus cruelly leave a Lady: -that ſo kindly took you 1n, in 
your laſt nights 1 pickle inro her Lodging, whicher would you rovenaw, 
my Wanderer? * * 

Conr. Faith, Madam, you have dealt fo batlantly i in truſting me with 
your Paſſion, that I cannvut ſtay here without telling you, that 1 am 
three times as much in love with an acquaintance of Yours, as. z7ou can 
be with any Friend of mine. _. 

Syl. Not with my, Waitibg- Woman, I hope, Sir.” 5 I 

Cour. No, but it is with a certain Kinſwomtan '6 Fein 'Gbild; hes 
call he: my Lady Dunce, and I think this is her Houſe too, they ſay ſhe 
will be civil upon a good occaſion, therefore prithee' be charitable, and 

ſhew the way to her Chamber a little. 

5yl. What commit Adultery, Captain, fie poi? !* Wha hazZard 
your Soul ? 

Cour. No, no, only ventore my Body a Nitele; that's all: logk you, 
you know the ſecrer, and © 'may imagine my deſires, therefore: as you. 
would have me aſſiſt your inclinations, pray* be civil and heme to” 
mine, Took you, no demurring upon: the matter, no qualm;' but ſhew 
me the'w3y, or you, Haſſie, you ſhall do/c,. oy Band witt ferye ar ;Þre: | 
ſent, for 1 will 80. : 24-4 4 ha ian 

Syl: Bar'you {han't go, Sir. $f: Wh rig v4 Th De COIN TY 

Court. Shan't Bo, .Lady ? | " 6 er I IIEE bro 

Syl. No, ſhan'c go, Sir did I not tell you, okra once you had gor 
your Liberty, that you would te rambling 2gain.” * 

Court, Why, Child, would'lt theu be ſo uncharit2ble to: > ti "uþ.z poor 
Jade to an empty Racki tn thy Stable, when he knows whereto £0 Ellg- 
Where, and get Provender enough ?- 

Sy). Any muſty Provender, 1 find, willſerve yourtutn. fo yoh bave 
it but cheap, or at anomer Man's char ges. 

Courr No, Child ; Lhd rather my Ox ſhould graze in a Fielt of my 


own; than live hide: "Raj npon the Common,or Tun thi Rez2Hd, of be, 


10g Pounded every day fo Teſpaſles.” 
SFL." Truly , 21] things” confider'd, tis 4 preit' pity be) 'Zood ; a Hof: 
batid-mian 3s you, ſhobld want a Farm to cultivate. 
Court. Would'ſt thon be.but kind, and let me have a. Bardpio. In 'Y 
Teneinent of thine, totry how it would agree with'me; ©! © | 
Syl. And would you be cottetited 10 take'a Leaſe for Fort Life? uh 
Court. pretty a Lady of the Maniof, and'a modetite\ Rent: * IWOt 
,Szxl, Which you'll be ſure to pay very pyrctpally* Les 
' Court;* If thou doubtett 1 my honeſty, faith&en take a littleGarnelt' Be. 
fore hand. Syl. 


: mi Sir s "Firtin, I 

"Spl iy ney þTepant ; Ln pap 3 
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Jigs Camp "LES con ſtany, re 
1oha ited; Tet zpn £0:Tepakrs,.., .. 
"Cour. "Agree "hk | 
Syl, Trem, For your © own ſake 3 A | ſhall eos to keep the Eltate 
well fenc'd, and inclos'd, Jeſt ſometime or, other.your Neighvoprs,Cat- 
tle break in and ſpoil the Crop. on the Gromng, Friend. F: 
Cour, Very Juſrang r6 FSRaDIEy PrGYI4 £5 don c find. is, lie;tag epch 
too. Comman already.., 
Syl. Trem, You fall enter into Eritt C Covenant, "not to take. any. 0- 
ther Farm upon your hands, without my. conſent. and approbation; or 
if you do, that then ir ſhall be lawful for me to get me another Teraut, 


tl, IS ; 
n1 e2yad) | Fy Ht DG C19 
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how and where Ll think fit. 
Cour. Faith, " that's ſomerhing hard though) ter me ell you boy thar, 


Landlady. I E 
Syl. Upon theſe terms, we'll djaw Articles; ES 
Cour. And when Thall we ſign * em? | 

Sy. Why, this ws; As Joon as the Ten-a- Clack: Office in Covent- 
Garden IS OPEN , 

Cour.” A Bargain 3 th "20 Hill;you! anſv er F6ur Entertainment of A 
drunken Red-coat in your Lodgings at theſe 'ppſegſgnable tours? 


Syl.. That's a ſecrebygun will be hereafter obliged'to_ keep for. your | 


own ſake, and for t E Fay: your Friend Beaugard ſhall anſwer for us 
there. 

Cour. Indeed I fancy'd the Rogue had miſchief in his head, he behav'd 
himſelf fo ſoberly laſt nighr,. has he gakey Ek lately to. 4 

Sy. A Treſpaſſer, Lbeligve, if phe truth, ere Kn9mD, Upgn the Pro. 
venider 'you woull'f fain have RO virips at ff now. SE NL 


- Enter, Mid: oy 
a, dam, -Madam,, have a care "of, ut: rar; I ke Lights in 
he pr w—_ oy o ” Matiet,; bix'" Davy. and all the Fanny: are 


wt 1. "tiope they#if* come, od ltd" ks here: ' Well dow you have 
brought me into this condition, what'will you do-with mie, hah /* 

.Sy{-; You wor' be contented for a while to be ty'd' up like a Jade to - 
an empty Rack without. Hay » will you? , 

Cour. Faith, Cen take ine; and pit thy mark upon me quickly, that if 
I light ip ſtrange hands they may.know me for a Sheep of thing. 

Syl.. What, by your wanting 4 Fleece do yob! mead * ? If it muſk be fo, 
come follow your Shepherds, B SS os 1 | 


s 
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42 FOES F en Sir Davy / and very, us 5 ib 
Sir Da. 1catinot flezþ, 1 (hail never * ſleep! a gait, * T have vs pray't” too - 


ſo long, that were I to be hang'd preſently; "1 have never a m—_—_ 
lef? 
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deedtold me; he was afraid and could not 
fellows both, y'have done your buſineſs handſogaly, whiar, I'll 'wartant' 


54 The Saldier's Fartime. 


left to help my elf, 1 w72s no "ſoner lain down upan the Bed ja now, 


and fan into aſlumber, but methought the Mat Was Ca frying me down 
Ludgate:bill a Gallop, fix puny Fiends jad flaming Fire "forks | Tuning 
before bim.like Link boys, to throw me head-long in, Plert-di tb awhich 
ſeemed to be turned into a "lake of - Fire and Brimſtone ; - Would it were 
Morning. 

Verm, Truly, Sir, it has been a very diſmal night. 

Sir Da, Bur didſt thou meer never a white thing upon the Stairs ? 

erm No, Sir, not I; but methoughts 'I ſaw our great Dog Tonzer, 
with his great Collaron, ſtand at-the ( Cellar-door [1 I came "along the 


\ old1 Ent 


Sir- 20 It could never be, Tourer has a, Chain; had this thing a Chain 


.on ? 


Verm. No Sir, no Chain z but, it had T OuRer's Eyes, for all. the 
World. 

'Sir Da, What, ugly preat irightfu] Eyes ? 

Verm. Ay, ay, huge ſaucerEyes, bit mightily like Touzer”s. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord !. Oh Lord! Heark ! 'Heark ! 

Perm, What! What I beſeech you, Sir ? 

' Sir Dav. What's thay upon the Stairs? Didft, thou Sn ag ? 
Vift, heark, pat, pat, pat, keark, heh! 4 

Verm. Hear nothing ! Where, Si?" | 

Sir Dav. Look ! Look? What's that ! What's that! fo the corner 


"#4 


'there? 


Verm, Where? | : 


Sir Dqv. ' There. = | | BN, 


YermygSVhat upon the Iron Cheſt ?. 
Sir DayNo, the long: black thing up by the old Clock Caſe, See ! ' 
See !* Wow it ſtirs, andis coming this way. 


Verm. Alas, Sir, ſpeakto it, you are a Juſtice o'Peace, I beſeech you, 


.1 dare not ſtay in the Houſe: I'l] call the Watch, and tel *tm- Hell's 
broke Jooſe, what. ſhall do? Oh ! CExtr. 


Sir,Dav. Oh Yern ; if thou art a true Servabt. "have pity on thy 
Maſter, and do not forſake me in This diſtreſſed condition; * Saran be 


gone, I defie thee, I'll repent and be ſav'd, I'll ſay my Prayers, I'll go 


to Church; help?. Help ! Help! Was there any thing, or no? In what 


hole ball hide my ſelf: ? 


 LExir, 
Enter Sir Jolly, Fourbin, and Bloody-Bones % | let 


3 


Sir —_ That hou'd be Sir Davy's, Abo the' Waiting: Woman' in- 


you, have been a Whoring together row-4 ba ! Yau do well, you do well, 
[ like ey u the - for't : "what's a Cldck 7 

ou eMear four, Sir, "twill not be day, yer theſe two. hours. 

_ Sir ir 76k - Very well, "but how & gat you, Flo the Houſe? | | 


Fuurb, 


CPs: pretty, fell og, pretty | 


nz ap Fo .,.,- CD. 
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Fourb. A rapged tetainer.of the Family; Yermin I.think they. call him , 


let us in as Phyſicians ſent for by your Order. 


Sir Folly. Excellent Rogues !. And then 1 hope all things -are ready as: 


gave DireCtions ? 


Fourb. To atittle, Sir, .there-ſhall not be a more critics] Obſerver: 
of your Worſhip's. Pleaſute than your humble Servant the Chevalier 


Fourbin..; \- | Lis x 

Sir Folly: Get you gone you Rogne, you have a ſharp-Nofe, and are 2 
nimble fellpw, 1 have-no-more ito.lay to you; ſtand aſide, and be ready: 
when 1-cal), .here he-comes 3 hiſt, -bem, hea hem. 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Da. Hah ! What art-thou ?- Approach thou like the rugged Bank- 
fide Bear, the Eaſt-cheap-Bull, or Monliter ſhewn in Fair, take any ſhape - 
bat that, and I'll confront thee. | | 

Sir Folly. Alas unhappy Man! +I am thy Friend. _ - 

Sir Da. Thou can'ſt not be my Friend, for I defie thee. Sir Folly !” 
Naighbour ! Hah ! .ls it you? Are you 'ſure it is you? ' Are-Jau-yonr 
ſelf? If you: be, give me your Hand: '' Alas a day, 1 ha" ſecii:the Devil, - 

Sir Folly.- The Devil, Neighbour ! «cad tln 7 E HE 2 

Sir Da. Ay, ay, there's no' help. for't; at firſt' I fancy'd- it wasa 
young white Bears -Cubdancing in the ſhadow of my Candle, then ic 
was turo'd to apair of Blew Breeches with-woodeti-Legs on, -ſtampt a- 
bout the Reom, as if all the Cripplesin Town-bad kept their Rendevous + 
there, when all of a ſudden it appeared like a leatherg:Serpent; and with - 
a dreadful clap of. Thunder flew-outof'- the Window. 

Sir Jolly. Thunder ! 'Why 1 heard no Thander. 

Sir Da. That may be too, whit,were'you' aſleep? - 


Sir Folt. Aſleep, quotha, no, 'no, no ſleeping this: night for-me I aſſure : | 


Ou. | 08 £77! -50T 
: Sir Da. Wel), .what is the beſt-news then ? How dbes the Man. ?” 
= Foll.: E'en as he did before he. was born, nothing at +all,- he's + 
Sir Da. Dead! What quite Dead ! | 
Sir Foll; As good as dead, if not- quite dead, ?was a horrid Murder, . 
. and -then the terror of Conſcience, Neighbedno F-5 
Sir Ds. And truly I have avery terrify'd one, Friend, though'l never - 
found | had'any. Conſcieace at- alt till now. Pray whereabont- was his » 
death's wound ?. _ 
Sir 7ol. Juſt here, juſt under his: left Pap, a dreadful gaſh.- 
Sir Da.. So very wide ?: -* | 
Sir Fol.Oh,as wide as -myHat, you might have ſeen his Lungs, Liver, - 
and Heart, as perfectly, as if you had been in his Belly, 
Sir Da.- Is there no way' to have him privately buried, 'and conceal -- 
this Murder ? Muſt I needs. be hang*d by the Neck like'a Dog, Neigh- 
bour ? Do I look as if 1 would bang'd? 


Jr 
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ou ? 1$b:0.3804 5d zol 30s} enciaitydd 26 19 


Sir De. Ay; \ſutelj itwar teDinli noting elſe's Nghte 


me lo. £1103 
+-Sir Fol, Bleſs.us, :2nd:guard us'all the Angels, whars:thar? HAT 1 
Six:D4; Pureſtors ſempirerne cujus"benwue: {<Kntelr botdiugi up bis hind: 
lentia ſervantur gtr:e:;, & cujia 2 rvicordia. © 
 Sin;Fok; Neightonr,! wherelarew ou; Triendy Sin Duvy 250) Ne 


: Sig: D#. pb, whatever) yon deg! de fareroltendicioſe' ta mey- where, 


where is it ?  c 221003 $2 ©30 

Sir 7ol. Juſt, ja there, i in the ſhape of a Coach and fix Horſes againſt 
the Wall. Y "FS Y \SIL A 

Sir Da. Iver us all, he won't carry me away in that Coach and 
ſix, wilbbge: +1 21} 002 aro GA 3 Vou3 me ef'ſ/ 1-.»& 1 

Sir; Fat; yon in 2 1751 153Soroth 10 Avid quot ney _P | 

Sir Da. See it! Plain, vain, dear friend wy me hab I-ſhall do? 
Sir Jolly, Sir Folly, __ hear nothing? 'Sw Folly, Hah ! has he _ me 
alone! Vermn, : $4 1+ 36? «0131 8: Vis 20 JIN Is 1% 46 

1Fg1moh is: -. > Oy - 25 34 919th 96y 914 CR 3: el ! £565 

Sir. Da.;idm I: alive?, dolt rin OASIS _ thy Quonden 
_— Sir _ Dunce? wodg {915 LE 2 


»# FF ;42 - v 


Sir Da, Die t tuo ſea how the: -Dexils grin: and. gualh' ers 


teeth; ab:Me,. BermWna onal © odil Iraqis 24 099051 53 20 lis nog 97: 

Perm. Alas, Sir,. [was afrid Pne of. em wouldbave bit off my: Noſe, 
2S he vaniſh'd our of the door. 7 :. {> 

Sir Da. Lead me away, Pllgo to:my Wife. fy die by ou own' dear 
Wife! run away £© the; Temple, and call;CounſelJor my Lawyer, 1'] 
make over my Eſtate preſently, | than t live till Noon; PI give all _—_ 
wg" 6 Wife, fab, erm ! Wat 3151-37; 21 4 tm 

Ta, ." Try]y; Sir; ſhe's-a — Lady: 10-3! 6-055 LP + 

Sir Do. Ah much, much too good for me, Fermin, thou canſt not 
imagine what ſhe has done for me, Man, -ſtie would break ' her heart if I 
ſhould give avy thing away frasbher, ſhe loves me ſo deatly: Yet if 1 do 


dic, thou ſbalt have all my olghoes: - ,_ 045). 5013 0zil3”.. 


Ferm. ;l-hopeto ſee-you live many-afair day yet. thorigh; i7 boa 4: 
Sir Da, Ab, my:Wite, my poor: Wife, lead me;:to my poor. Wife. 
TExeunt: 
SCENE "ny aw devo Str Jolly, Bcaugard, ard Lady in her 
-Ghanter:; . Jem. 23.95.49 28, 
5 + 11-9158T 8 37: | 
Lady , D. What Cake, you now: of a cold wet eh over the 


Mountains, your Men tir'd, your Baggage nor come: up, but at night a 
dirty 


\ Sir Fol. Truly, Sir Davy, "1 tt deal Faichfully with you, you do 
loka' little ſuſpiciouſly-at: preſeptiy-buy: hive! yoa"utbactie Devi; - ay 


and mutt'rin as if he mou 6] ; 
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dirty watry Plain to Encamp upon, and nothing to ſhelter you, bur an 
old-Leager Cloak as tatter'd as your Colours ? ls not this much betrer 
now, than lying wet and getting the Sciattica ? 

Beau, The hopes of this made all Fatigue eaſie to me ; the thoughts 
.of Clarinds, have a thouſand times refreſht me in my Solitude, whene'er 
I Marcht, 1 fancy'd ſtill, it was to my Clarinda ! When I fought, lima- 
gin'd .it was for my Clarinda; but when | came home, ind found Cla- 
rinda loſt! How could you think of waſting but a right in the _ 
rank ſurfeiting Arms of this foul feeding Moaſter z this rotten Trunck 
of a Man, that lays claim to you. 

Lady D. The Perſuaſion of Friends, and the Authority of Parents ! 

Beaug. And had you no more Grace, than tobe rul'd by a Father 
and Mother ? 

Lady D. When you were gone, that ſhould have given me better 
Counſel, how could I help my ſelf? 

Heaug. Methinks,then,you might have found out ſome cleanlier ſhift to 
have thrown away your ſelf upon, than nauſeous Old Age, and unwhol- 
ſome Deformity. | 

Lady D. What upon ſome over-grown full-fed Country Fook with 
a Horſe Face, a great ugly Head, and a great fine Eſtate, one that 
ſhould have been drain'dand ſqueez'd, and joited up and down the Town 
in Hacknies with Cheats and HeCtors, and ſoſent home at three o'Clock 
every Morning, like a lolling Booby, ſtinking, with a Belly full of 
{fumm'd Wine, and nothing in's Pockets. 

Beaug. You might haye made a traCtable Beaſt of ſuch a one, he wouid 
have been young enough for Training. | 

Lady D. Is Youth then ſo gentle, if Age be ſtubborn? Young Men 
like Springs wrought by a ſubtle Work-man, eaſily ply to what their 
wiſhes preſs 'em ; but the defire once gone -that kept *em down, they 

ſoon ſtart ſtrait again, and no fign's left whictrway they bent before. 


Sir Jolly at the Door peeping, 


Sir Folly. So, ſo, who ſays I ſee any thing now ? I ſee nothing, not 
I ; I don'tſee, I don't ſee, I don't look, not ſo much as -look, not l. 
[ Enters. 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Da, I will have my Wife, carry me to my Wife, let me go to 
my Wife, ['ll live and die with my Wife, let the Devil do his worſt ; Ah, 
my Wife, my Wife, my Wite! 

Lady D. Alas! Alas! Weareruind! Shift for your ſelf ; counter- 
feit the, dead Corps once more, or any thing. 

Sir. Da. Hah ! Whoſoe'er thou art, thou can'ſt not eat me; ſpeak to 
me, who has done this? Thoa can'ft not fay 1 did it. 

Sir 7ol, Did it, did what ? Here's no body ſays-you did any OO 
| 
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t know Neighbour, what's the' matter with you ? What. 2ils you ? 
Whither do you go? Whither do you run? I tell you here's no Body 
{aysa word to you. 

Sir Da. Did you not ſee the Ghoſt juſt now ? ; 

Sir Jcl.. Ghoſt ! Prithee now, here's no Ghoſt, whither would you 
£02 I rteil-you, you ſhall not ſtir one foot farther Man, the Devil take 
me if you do; Ghoſt, prithee here's no Ghoſt at all, a little Fleſh and 
Blocd indeed there is, ſome old, ſome young, ſome alive, ſome dead, 
and ſoforth, but Ghoſt ! Piſh, here's no Ghoſt, 

Sir Da, Bur, Sir, if I ſay 1did ſee a Ghoſt, I did fee a Ghoſt, and 
you go to thzr, why ſurel know a Ghoſt whenl ſee one : Ah my Deer, 
if thou had'ſt but ſeen the Devil half ſo often as [ have ſeen him, 

Lady D. Alas, Sir Davy! If you ever lov'd me, come not, Oh come 
not near me, | kave reſolv'd to waſte the (hort remainder of my Life in 
Penitence, and taſte of Joys no more. 

Sir Da. Alas, my poor Child, but do you think then, there was no 
Ghoſt indeed? 

Sir Jol. Ghoſt ! Alas-a-day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do here? 

Sir Da. And is the Man dead? | 

Sir Fol. Dead ! Ay, ay, ſtark dead, he's ftiff by this time. 

Lady D. Here yow may ſee the horrid ghdftly Spectacle, the ſad 
effefts of my too rigid Vertue, and your too fierce Reſentment ——— 

Sir Fol. Do you ſee there ? 

Sir Da. Ay, ay, I do ſee, would I had never ſeen him, wonld he had 
lain with my Wife in every Houſe between Charing-Croſs and Ald-Gate, 
ſo this had never happen'd. 

Sir Je. lntroth, and would he had, but we are all Mortal, Neigh- 
bour, al} Mortal ; to day we are here, to morrow gone, like the ſha. 
dow that vaniſheth, like the Graſs that withereth, or like the Flower 
that fadeth ; or indeed, like any thing, or rather like nothing ; But we 
are al] Mortal. 

Sir Da. Rgigh! : | 

Lady D. Down, down that Trap-door,it goes Into a Bathing-Room, 
fcr the reſt, leaveit to my Conduct. 

Sir Fol. *Tis very unfortunate, that you ſhould run your ſelf into 
this Premunier, Str David. 

Sir De. Indeed, and fo it 1s. 

Sir Fol. For a Gentleman, a Man in Authority, a Perfon in years, 
_ one. that uſed to go to Church with his Neighbours. 

Sir Da. Every Sunday, truly, Sir Fedy. 

_ Sir fol, Pay Scot and Lot tothe Pariſh. 

Sir Pa. Six Pounds a year to the very Poor, without abatement-or 
deduCtion:; *tis very bard, if ſo good a Commonwealths-Man- ſhould 
be brought to ride in a Cart at laſt, and behang'd'in a Sun-ſhiny,Morn- 
ng, to make Butchers and Suburb-Apprentices a Holy-day ; ll een 
TUN away. 

Sir 7ol, Run away! Why then, your Eſtate will be forfeited 3 you'll 
loſe your Eſtate, Man! 2 —y Sir 
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Sir Da. Truly, you ſay right, Friend ; and a Man had better be half 
hang'd, than loſe his Eſtate, you know. 

Str Fol. Hang'd! No, no, I think there's no great fear of hanging 
neither z what, the Fellow was but a ſort of an unaccountable Fellow, 
as I heard you ſay. 

Sir Da. Ay, ay, a Pox on him, he was a Solderly fort of a Vaga- 
bond, he had little or nothing but his fins to live upon : 1f 1 could have 
had but Patience, he would have been hang'd withia theſe two Months, 
and all this miſchief ſay'd. 


Beaugard riſes up like a Ghoſt at a Trap-aeor, juſt beſore 
Sir Davy. fl 


Sir Da. Ah Lord ! The Devil, the Devil, the Devil ! 
{ Falls npon his Face. 


Sir Fol. Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, what ails you 2 Whar's the mat- 
ter with you ? | 

Sir Da. Let me alone, let me lie ſtill; I will not look vp to ſee an 
Avgel: Oh, h, h. | ts 

Lady D. My Dear, why do you do theſe cruel things to affright 
me? Pray riſe and ſpeak to me. 

Sir Da. Idare not ſtir, I ſaw the Gholt again juſt now, 

Lady D. Ghoſt again! What Ghoſt? Where ? 

Sir Da, Why, there! There! 

Sir Fol, Here has been no Ghoſt. 

Sir Da. Why, did you ſee nothing then ? 

Lady D. See nothing! No, nothing but one another. 

Sir Da. Then I am Enchanted, or my etiid near at hand, Neighbour ; 
for Heav'ns ſake, Neighbour, adviſe me what 1 ihall do to be at reſt ? 

Sir Fol, Do! Why, what think you if the Body were removed ? 

Sir Da. Remov'd ! I'd give a hundred' pound the Body were out o' 
my Houſe; may be then the Devil won'd not be fo impudent, 

Sir Fol. I have diſcover'd a Door-place in the Wall betwixt my La- 
dies Chamber, and one that belongs to me , if you think fir, we'll bear 
it down, and remove this troubleſom lump of Earth ro my Houle. 

Sir Da. But will ye be ſo kind ? | 

Sir 7ol. If you think it may by any means be ſerviceable to you. 

Sir Da. Truly, if the Body were remov'd, and diſpos'd of privately, 
that no more might 'be heard of the matter - I hope ke'll Be :$ 
good as his word. | 6 
. Sir Fol, Fear nothing, I'll warrant you, but in troth, I h:d utterly 
forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 

Sir Da. What's that ? | 

Sir fol, Why, it will be abſolutely neceſſary, that my Lady ſaid 
with me at my Houſe for one day 3 till things were better ſetled. 


I 2 Sir 
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Sir Da, Ah, Sir Folly! Whatever you think-fit 3 any thing of mine that 
you have a mind to pray take her, pray take her, you ſhall be very. 
welcome ; hear you, my Deareſt, there is but one way for us to get rid 
of this urroward buſigeſs, and Sir Folly has found it out; there- 
fore by all means go alang with him,and be rul'd by him 3; and whatever 
Sir Foly would have thee do, een do it, ſo Heav'n proſper ye, good 
b'w'y, good b'w*y, till I ſee you again . [ Exir. 

Sir Jol. This is certainly, the civileſt Cuckold in City, Town, or 
Country. Peg 

Bean. 1s he gone ? [ Steps out. 

Lady D. Yes, ens has left poor me here. 

Beaug, In troth, Madam, *cis barbaroufly done of him, to commit a 
horrid murder on the Body of an Innocent poor Fellow, and then leaye 
| you fo ſtem the danger of it: | | 

Sir Fol. Odd, an I were as thee, Sweet-Heart, I'd be reveng'd on 
him for it, ſol would ; Go get you together, ſteal out. of 'the Houſe as 
ſoftly as yon can, V1] meet ye in the Piazza preſently ; go, be ſure you 
ſteal out of the Houſe, and don't let Sir-Davy fee you. 


The Scene ſbuts, and Sir Jolly comes. forward. 
Enter Bloody-bones. . | 


Bloody bones. 

Blood. 1 am here, Sir. : 

Sir Fol. Go you and Fourbin to my Houſe preſently, bid Monſteur 
Fourbiuremember that allthings be order'd according to my directions, 
tell my Maids too, lam coming home in a trice, bid 'em get the great 
Chamber, and the Banquet I ſpoke for, ready preſently, and d'ye hear, 
carry the Minſtrels with ye too, for Pm reſolv'd to rejoyce this Morn- 
Ng, let me ſee———— Sir Davy. 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Da. Ay, Neighbour, tis I; is the buſineſs done ?: I cannot be ſa- 
tisfy'd tif} | am ſure, have you remov'd the Body ? Is it gone ? 

Sir Fol. Yes, yes, my Servants convey'd it out of the Houle juſt now ; 
well, Sir Davy, a good morning to you: | wiſh you your health with 
all my Heart, Sir Davy; the firſt thing you do though, I'd have you ſay 
your Prayers by all means, if you can. " 

Sir Da. If I can poſſibly, 1 will. | 

Sir Jo!, Well, God b'w'y. | 

Sir Da. God b'w'y heartily, good Neighbour— 
Vermm, | 


"(Exit Sir Jolly. 
Vermin, 


Evter 
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Enter Vermin, 


Ferm . Did your Honour call ? 


Sir Da. Go run, run preſently over the Square, and call the Conſtable. 


preſently, 'tell him here's Murder committed, and that | muſt ſpeak 
with him inſtantly - ['H e'en carry him to my Neighbours, thar 
he may find the dead body there, and fo let my Neighbour be very fairly 
hang/d in my ſtead, hah! a very good jeſt as I hopeto live, ha, ha, ha; 
hey, what's that ? | 

Watchmen at d-Almoſt Four-a-Clock, and a dark cloudy morning, good 
the door. . morrow my Maſters all, good morrow. 


Enter Conſtable, and Watch. 


Conſt, How's this ! a door open, come in, Gentlemen, — ah, 


Sir Davy, your Honour's humble ſervant ! 1 and my Watch going my - 


morning Rounds, and finding you door open, made bold to enter to ſee 
there were no danger, your-Worſhip will excuſe ovr care, a good mor- 
ning to you, SIr. - 

Sir Da. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, I'm glad you're here, I ſent my Man juſt 
now to call you, -I have ſad news to tell you, Mr. Conſtable. 

Conft. 1 am ſorry for thar, Sir,. ſad News ! 

Sir Da. Oh, ay, ſad News, very ſad News truly : Here has been Mur- 
der committed. 


Conſt. Murder ! if that's all, we are your humble ſervants, Sir, we'll - 


bid you good morrow, Murder's nothing at this time o'night in Covenr- 
Garaen. 

Sir Da. Oh, but this is a horrid bloody Murder, done under my noſe, 
I cannot but take notice of itz though 1 am ſorry to te!] you the Au- 
thors of it, very ſorry truly. 

Conſt, Was it committed here near hand ? ' 

Sir Da. Oh, at the very next door, a ſad Murder irdeed; after they 
had done they carried the body privately into my Neizhbour Folly's 
Houſe here, I am ſorry to tell ic youggMr. Conftable, for | am affraid 
it will look but ſcurvily on his fide; though i ama Juſtice o'Peace, 


Gentlemen, and am bound by my Oath to. take notice of jr, 1 can't - 


help it. 

1. Watch. | never lik'd that Sir Folly. 

Conſt, He threatned me tother day, for carrying 2 little dirty drag- 
gle-tail'd Whore to Bridewel, and ſaid ſhe was his Coulſin,. Sir; if your 


Worihip thinks fit, we'll go ſearch his Houle. 


Sir Da. Oh, by all means, Gentlemen, it muſt be ſo, Juſtice muſt | 


have its courſe, the Kings liege Suvjects mutt noi De deltroy'd, YVermm, 
carry Mr. Conſtable and his Dragons into the Leilar, and make 'em 
drink, 1'1l but ſtep inco my Study,” put on my face of Authoricy, and 
call upon ye inſtantly. | _ 
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All Watchmen: We thank your Honour. 
Scene changes to Sir Jolly's. A Barquet, 
Emter Sir Jolly, Beangard, and Lady Dance. 


Sir Jol. So, are ye come? I am glad on't, odd y'are welcome, very 
welcome, odd ye are, here's a ſmal} Banquet, but I hope *twill pleaſe 
you, fit ye down, fit ye down, both together, nay, both together ; 
Pox o' him that parts ye, I ſay. | 

Beau. Sir Jolly, this might be an Entertainment for Anthony and 
Cleopatra, were they living. 

Sir 7el. Piſh! a-Pox of Anthony and Cleopatra, they are dead and 
rotten long ago, come, come, time's but ſhort, time's but ſhort, and 
- -muſt be mede the beſt uſe of ; for | 


Youths a Flower that ſoox does fade, 
And Life 1 but a Spar, 

Han was for the Woman made, 

And Woman made for Man. 


Why now we can be bold, and make merry, and frisk, and be brisk, * 


odd, I am pleas'd, mightily pleas'd, 


rejoice, and make a noiſe, and 
odd Iam. 

Lzdy D. Really, Sir Folly, you are more a Philoſopher than I thought 
you were. - 

Sir Fol. Philoſopher, Madam! Yes, Madam, I have read Books in 
my timez odd, Ariſtotle, in ſome things, had very pretty Notions, he 
was 2n underſtanding Fellow, Why don't ye eat, odd an' ye don't eat---- 
here, Child, here's ſome Ringoes, help, help your Neighbour a little,odd 
they are very good, very comfortable, very cordial. 

Bean. Sir Jolly, your Health. 

Sir Fol. With ail my heart, old-Boy. 

. Lady D. Dear Sir Jolly what are thele? I never taſted of theſe be- 
fore. 

Sir 70l, That! eat it, eat it, eat it whenI bid you 3 odd, *tis the 
Root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I gather 'em every ay my ſelf, 
odd, they'll make an old Fellow of ſixty-five, cut a Caper like a Dancing- 
Maker; give me ſome Wine: Madam, here's. a. health, here's a 
health, Madam, here's a health to honeſt Sir Davy, faith and troth, ha, 


ha, ha. { Dance. 


Enter Bloody-bones. 


Blood. Sir, Sir, Sir! What will you do? Yonder's the Conftableand 
all his Watch at the door, and threatens demoliſhment, if not admitted 
preſently, 


Sir 


my 
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Sir Fol. Ods ſo ! Odds ſo! The Conſtable and his Watch ! What's 
to bedone now ? Get ye both into the Alcove there, get ye gone quick- 
ly, quickly; no noiſe, no noiſe; d'ye hear the Conſtable and his Watch 


A Pox on the Conſtable and his Watch ; what the Devil have the Con- 
Rable and his Watch to do here ?. | 


Enter Conſtable, Watch, and Sir Davy. Scene ſhuts, 
| Sir Jolly comes forward. 


Conſe. This way, this way, Gentlemen, ſtay one of ye at the Door,. 
and let go body paſs, do you hear? Sir 7o{y, your Servant. 

Sir Fo!. What this outrage, this diſturbance committed upon my 
Houſe and Family ; Sir, Sir, Sir! What do you mean by theſe doings, 
ſweet Sir ? Hoh! ——— 

Conſt. Sir, having received Information, that the Body of a murder'd 
Man is conceal'd in your Houſe, 1 am come, according to my Duty, to 
make ſearch, and diſcover the truth, ſtand to my aſliſtance, 
Gentlemen. 

Sir Fol. A murder'd Man, Sir! 

Sir Da. Yes, a murder'd Man, Sir 5 Sir Folly, Sir Folly, I am ſorry to- 
ſee a Perſon of your CharaCtter and Figure in the Pariſh, concern'd in 
murder, I ſay. | 

Sir Fol, Here's a Dog! Here's a Rogue for you ! Here's a Villain ! 
Here's a Cuckoldly Son of his Mother ! I never knew 3 Cuckold in my 
life, that was not a falſe Rogue in his Heart ; there are no honeſt Fel- 
lows living, but Whore-Maſters: Heark you, Sir ; whata Pox do you 
mean? You had beſt play the Fool, and ſpoil al, you hadz what's all 
this for ? 

Sir Da. When your Worſhip's come to be hang'd, youll find the 
meaning on't, Sir. I ſay once more, ſearch the Houle. 

Conſt, It ſhall be done, Sir ; come-a-long, Friends. Eby 

[Exit Conſtable and Watch. 

Sir Fol. Search my Houſe ! O Lord! Search my Houſe! What will 
become of me? 1 ſhall loſe my Reputation with Man. and Woman, and 
no body will ever truſt me again : O Lord ! Search my Houle! All will 
bediſcover'd do what I can; I'll ſing a Song like a dying Swan, and try. 
to give 'em warning. 


Go from the Window, my Love, my Love, my Love, 
Go from the Window, my Dear 

The Wind and the Rain, 

Has. brought *em back again, 

And 1hou canft have no Lodging here. . 


OLord! Search my Houle ! 
Sir Da. Break down that Door, I'll have. that Door broke cpea : 


break down that Door, I lay.. [_ Knocking __—_ 
Ir. 
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Sir Jol, Very well done,. break down my doors! break down my 


Walls, Gentlemen ! plunder my Houſe ! raviſa my Maids ! Ah, curſt be 
Cuckolds, Cuckolds, Conſtables and Cuckolds. ; 


Scene draws, and diſcovers Beaugard and Lady Dunce. 


' Bean, Stand off, by Heav'n the firſt that comes here comes upon his 
death. 

Sir Da. Sir, your humble Servant, I am glad to ſee you are alive 
again with all my heart z Gentlemen, here's no harm done, Gentlemen, 
here's no body murder'd, Gentlemen, the Man's alive again, Gentlemen, 
but here's my Wife, Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman with-her, Gentle. 
men, and Mr, Conſtable, I hope -you'll : bear me witneſs, Mr. Con- 
ſtable. 


Sir Fol. That he's a Cuckold, Mr. Conſtable. | Aſide, 
Beau. Heark ye, yeCurs, keep off from ſnapping at my heels, or1 
ſhall ſo feage ye. : 


Sir Jol. Get ye gone, ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye Night-Toads of the 
-Pariſh- Dungeon, diſturb my Honſe at theſe unſeaſonable hours , get 
ye out of my doors, get ye gone, or ['il brain ye, Dogs, Rogues, Vil- 
-Jains. - [| Exeunt Conflablie and Watch. 

Beau. And next for you, Sir Coxcomb, you ſee I am not murder'd 
though you paid well for the performance ; what think you of bribing 
my own Man to butcher me. | 


Enter Fourbin and Bloody-bones. 


Lock ye, Sir, he can cut a Throat upon occaſion, and here's another 
-dreſles a Man's heart with Oil and Pepper, better than any Cook in 
Chriſtendom. 

Foy#b. Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for your Breakfaſt this 
morning ? 

Sir Da. With all my heart, Sweet-heart, any thing in the World, 
faith and troth, ha, -ha, ha, this is the pureſt ſport, ha, ha, ha. 


Enter Vermin. 


Verm. Oh, Sir, the moſt unhappy and moſt unfortunate News ! There 
has been a-Gentleman in Madam Sylvia's Chamber all this night, who 
juſt as you went out of doors, carry*d her away, and whither they are 
gone, no body knows. 

Sir Da, With all my heart, lam glad on't, Child, I wonld not care 
if he had carry'd away my Houſe and all, Man; unhappy News 
quotha ! poor-Fool, he does not know | am a Cuckold, and that any 
body may make bold with what belongs to me, ha, ha, ha;.I am fo 
pleas'd, ha, ha, ha, Ithink I was never ſo pleas'd in all my life before, 
.ha, ha, ha. | | 

Bean, 
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Beaug: Nay, Sir, I have a hank upon you, there are Faws. for Cut- 
. .throats,* Sir, and as you tender your future credit, take this” wrong'd 


_ Lady home, and uſe her handfomly, uſe her like my Mitt reſs, Str,” to you 


"rnark me, that when we think fit to meer again, I car no complaint. of 
$9. this muſt be done Friend. 
Sir Fol, In troth, and it is but reaſonable, very reaſoaadle 1n treth, 
Lady D. Can you, my Dear, forgive me one misfoxtane ? 
Sir Da. Madam, in one word, .I-am- thy Ladyſhips moſt tumble Ser- 
vant and Cuckold, Sir Davy Dance Kr, Living 12 Covent- Gai gen, ha, hay 
ha, well this is mighty pretty, -ha, ha, ha, 


Enter Sylvia Jolloped by Courtine, . 


Silw.. Sir Folly, ah Sir Folly, protet me or Pm ruin'd. 
Sir Fol. My little Minikin, is it thy ſqueek ? 
Beaug. My dear Courtine, welcome. 
Sir:Fol. Well Child, and what would that wicked fellow do t to thee 
Child ?. hah Child, Child, what would. he do-to thee ? 
.- Stv, Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanely ſeduc'd me out of my Uncle' O 
6 , Houſe, and threatens to. marry. me. 
* Court. Nay, Sir, and ſhe having no more grace before her eyes nei- 
"ther: has &en taken me at my word. 
Sir Fol. In troth, and that's very uncivilly done: I don't like theſe Mar- 
-Tiages, Pil have no Marriages i in my houſe, and there's an end ont. 
Sir Da. And do you intend to marry my Niece, Friend? 
* Court. Yes, Sir, and never ask your conſent neither, 
Sir Da. In troth and -that's very well faid, Pm glad ont with all my 


heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five thouſand pound to her Portion, and my 


Eſtates bbund to pay it; well, this is the happieſt day, ha, ha,-ha. 


Here take thy Bride; ke Man and Wife agree,- - OROTN 
And may ſhe prove as true m—— gs mine tome. 80 Ha, ha; ha. 


| Beaug. Courtine,, 1 wiſh thee Joy, thou art come opportunely to be a 
Witneſs of a perfe& Reconcilement: between. me and that worthy Knight 
_ Sir Davy Dunce, which to preſerve inviolate,- you mult,.-Sir, . before we 
part enter into ſuch Covenants, for. performance as 1 ſhall think fit...--: 

'© Sir Da. No moreto be ſaid, it ſhall be. done; Sweetrheart, but dart 
\ be too hard upon nie; uſe me-gently as thay: didft.my Wite,, gently, 
ha, ha, ha; a very good Jeſt,” Piaith; ha, has! ha, or if he:ſhould be cru- 
et to me Galemen and take this; ad vantage:;over a your: Nt to 
lay me in a Ejifon, or throw:me ina Dungeon, at; leaſt... 


$70011q? TA T hope amon oſt all you, Sirs, 1 ftawt fail 
| To find one * Brother-Cuckold out for Bail. 
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PROLOGUE, by the Lord 
| Falkland 


Orſaken Dames with leſs concern refle&, 
On their inconſtkant Heroes cold negleds, 
| Than we (provokd by this Ungrateful Age, ) 
Bare the bard Fate of our abandowd Stage 
With grief we ſee you raviſht from our Arms, 
And Curſe the Feeble Vertue of our Charms : ET | j 
Curſe your falſe hearts, for none ſo falſe as they,. | 
And curſe the Eyes that ſtole thoſe hearts away. 
' Remember Faithleſs Friends there was a tiine, 
' ( But ob the ſad remembrance of our Prime ! ) 
I#hen to our Arms with eager joys ye flew, 
And we belieu'd your treach'rous Hearts as true: 
As Ore was Nimph of ours to one of you : 2h | 
But a more powrful * Saint enjoys ye now ; *Pope Joan. 
Fraughbt with ſweet /ins and abſolutions too : 
To ber are all your pious Vows addyeſt, . | 
She's both your Loves, and your Religion's Teſt,. | | 
The faireſt Prelate of. ber time, and beſs. 
We own her more deſerving far then we, > 
A juſtexcuſe for your inconſtancy. | 
Yet *twas unkindly done to leave us ſo: DL | | 
Firſt to betray with Love, and then unas,. | POL TG 
 Aborrid Crime ye are all addifed to. : 
Foo ſoon, alas, your Appetites are chy'd, 
And Phillis rules n9 more, when once enjoy*d +- 
_ But all raſh Oaths of Love- and conſtaniy, EE ha 
With the too ſhort forgotten Pleaſures dye, TP 
Whilſt ſhe, poor Soul, robbd of ber deareſt eaſe, 
Still drudges on, with vain de/rre to pleaſe 5+ 
And reſtleſs follows you from place to place, 
For Tributes due fo her Autumnal Fave : 
Deſerted thus by ſuch ungrateful men, 
' How can we hope youl Orereturn agen?” veer aW 
_ Here's no'riew Charm to tempt ye arbefore,” '! 1 Fr 1 
. "Wit now's our only:Treafure left im-ſtore,. 1 
' And that's a-Coyn will:paſs with your no more : 


You who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, RETL INAY 
> s £1 -f7 


(True Bullyes! quiet whewthere*s danger mea?  ._ 
Shew your great-S0uls'in' danmihg Ports here... | 
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 Pleas'd with her freedom, ſhe beganto Sing ? 


A Wit's a Toad, who ſwelP'd with ſilly pride, Es . 


Good nature melts Wit into a Fool : 


. W > 
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Ith the diſcharge of Paſſions much oppreſt, * 
V \/ | Diſftart#d in Brain, and penſive in his Breaſt, 
Full of thoſe thoughts which make th unhappy ſad, 
' And by Imagination half grown mad, 
The Poet led abroad his Mourning Muſe, 
And let her range, to ſee what ſport ſhe'd chaſe. 
Straight like a Bird got looſe, and on the Wing, 


Each Note was Eccho'd all the Vale along, "BS 
And this was what ſhe atter'd tn her Song. © MAE 
Wretch, write no more for an uncertain fame, 
Nor call:thy Muſe, when thou art dull, to Blame : 
Conſider with thy ſelf how tart unfit 

To make that Monſter of Wankind,, a Wit : 


Fall of himſelf, ſcorns all the World beſide ; | L148 
Cevil would ſeem,. though he. good manners lacks, | = -.; 
Smiles on all faces, rails behind all backs : | M19 
If &re good natur'd, nought to Ridicale; 54 - 


Plac'd high, like ſome Fack-pudding in a Hall, Pets | 
At Chriſtmaſs Revels he makes ſport for all. Y 
So much in little praiſes he delights, | 

Bat when he's angry draws his Pen and Writes :- 

A'Wit to no man will his daes allow. | | El 
Wits will not part with a gd0% word that*s due: _— 5 FEET 
So whoe@re-Ventares on the Ragged Coaſt 0 þ- HY 
Of flarving Poets, certainly is loft, | - 
They rail like Porters as the Penny-Poft.. 

At a new Author's Play ſee one bat fit, 


| The Merit he allows, and Praiſe he grants, ; _ 
ones ti 4 5 BE | _—F 
Comes like a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants. x - | 


O Poets, have a care of another, x10, ll _ 
There's hardly one amongſt ye tra to Fother : | {086 


z 4 oy 
ES +14; T3 
4 


Like F Foes che on 9s Ting friem. 
% And all is one a6, pf to begutle 2 
rae the Monſter 0 7; Jour Barren "ths 
the-Proſtitute ye ſo admire, 
W-: her to the full. o your deſir re, 
bilft this poor Scrib 


wiſhes to retire, 
Wha he may ne're repeat his Follies more 


| But Carſe the Fate that wract*t him on your. Shore, 
Now Jon, who this day as his Jooges, fit, 

After ave heard what he has ſaia of Wit, 

. Ought for your own ſakes not to be jevere, 

But ſhew fo much. to think he meant none here. 


